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ACT I 

It is Atcensum Day in a mUage cf Hie Wesi. In (he 
low panelled halMttingroom cf ike Bitblaoombbb' 
farmhouse on the village green, Michael Stbang- 
WAY, a clerical coUar round his throai and a dark 
Norfolk jacket on kis back, is jdaying the flute 
before a very large framed photograph cf a tooman, 
which is the only picture on the walls. His age is 
about thirty-five: his figure thin and very upright 
and his deanskom face thin, upright, narrow, with 
long and raUur pointed ears; his dark hair is 
brushed in a coxcomb ojf his forehead. A faint 
smile hovers about his lips that Nature has made 
rather fuU and he has made thin, as though keeping 
a hard secret; but his bright grey eyes, dark round 
the rim, look out and upwards almost as if he were 
being crucified. There is something about the whole 
cf him that makes him seen not quite present. A 
gentle creature, burnt within. 

A low, broad window above a window-seat fcrmjs the 
background to his figvre; and through its lattice 
panes are seen the outer gate and yew4rees cf a 
churchyard and the porch cf a church, bathed in 
May sunlight. The front door at right angles to the 
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2 A BIT O* LOVE act i 

mndouhteat^ leads to (he friUage green, and a door 
on ike left inlo ike kotue. 
It is ike tkird fnovement qf Veracin^e violin eonaia that 
Stranowat plays. His bade is turned to ike door 
into ike kouse, and ke does not hear when it is opened, 
and IvT BuBiiAOQBiBE, tkefafmer*s daughter, a girl 
(f fourteen, small and quiet as a mouse, comes in, 
a prayer-hook in one hand, and in ike other a glass 
cf water, with wild orchis and a hit qf deep pink 
hawthorn. She sits down on the window-seat, and 
hairing opened her bo(^, sniffs at ike flowers. Com- 
ing to tke end cf ike moeement Stbangwat stops, 
and loMng up at ike face on ike wall, heaves a 
long sigk. 

IvT. [From ike seaH I picked these for ytt, Mr. 
Strangway. 

Stbangwat. [Turning witk a start] Ah I Ivy. 
Thank you. [He puts kis flute down on a chair against 
the far fooQ] "Where are the others? 

As he speaks, Gladtb Fbbican, a dark gip^ 
syisk girl, and CoNinis Tbubtafobd, a fair, 
stolid, blue-eyed Saxon, boik about sixteen, 
come in ikrougk tke front door, behind which 
they have evidenUy been listening. They too 
have prayer-hooks in their hands. They 
sidle past Ivr, and also sit down under ike 
window. 

GiiADTB. Merpy*s comiii% Mr. Strangway. 
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Stbakowat* Good monung, Gladys; good morn- 
ing, Connie. 

He hmu to a iooJt-coM an a table against (he 
far tMiOt and taking aid a ba(At finds kis 
place in U. WhUe he stands thus vdth his 
hack to Ae girls, Mbbct Saslaxd eames ih 
from ihe green. She also is about sixteen, 
with fair hair and ckinaMue eyes. She 
glides in quickly, hiding something behind 
her, and sits doom an the seal next the door. 
And at once there is a whispering. 
SiBANGWAT. [Turning to them] Good morning, 
Mercy. 
MsBCT. Good morning, Mr. Strangway. 
SxBANOWAT. Now, yesterday I was telling you what 
our Lord's coming meant to the world. I want you 
to understand that before He came there wasn't really 
love, as we know it. I don't mean to say that there 
weren't many good people; but there wasn't love for 
the sake of loving. D'you think you understand what 
I mean? 

Mkbct fidgets. Gladtb'b eyes are following 
afiy. 
IvT. Yes, Mr. Strangway. 

Stbanowat. It isn't enough to love people because 
they're good to you, or because in some way or other 
you're going to get something by it. We have to love 
because we love loving. That's the great thing — 
without that we're nothing but Pagans. 
GihU>TB. Please, what is Pagans? 
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Stbangwat. That's what the first Christians called 
the people who lived in the villages and were not yet 
Christians, Gladys. 

Mkbct. We live in a village, but we're Christians. 

Stranowat. [With a BTndle] Yes, Mercy; and what 
is a Christian? 

MsBCT kicks afoot sideways against her neigh- 
bouTf frowns oner her chinorblve eyes, is 
silent; then, as his question passes on, 
makes a quick litUe face, wriggles, and looks 
behind her* 

Strangwat. Ivy? 

Ivy. *Tis a man — ^whU — ^whU 

Stbangwat. Yes? — Connie? 

Connie [Who speaks rather (hicHy, as if she had a 
permanent slight coldl Please, Mr. Strangway, 'tis a 
man whli goes to diurch. 

Gladtb. He 'as to be baptized — and confirmed; 
and — and — buried. 

Ivy. 'Tis a man whli — whU's glide and 

Gladys. He don't drink, an' he don't beat his 
horses, an' he don't hit back. 

MsBCY. [Whispering] 'Tisn't your turn, [fo Strang- 
way] 'Tis a man like us. 

Ivy. I know what Mrs. Strangway said it was, 
'cause I asked her once, before she went away. 

Strangway. [Startled] Yes? 

Ivy. She said it was a man whli forgave every- 
thing. 



ACT I A BIT O' LOVE 5 

Stbangwat. Ah! 

The note qf a cuckoo cornea iravdling. The 
girls are gazing at Stranowat, who eeema 
to have gone off into a dream. They begin 
to fidget arid whisper. 

Connie. Please, Mr. Strangway, father says if ytl 
hit a man and he don't hit ytl back, he's no glide at all. 

Mescy. "When Tommy Morse wouldn't fight, us 
pinched him — ^he did squeal! [She giggles] Made me 
laugh! 

Stranowat. Did I ever tell you about St. Francis 
of Assisi? 

IvT. [Clasping her hands] No. 

Strangwat. Well, he was the best Christian, I 
think, that ever lived — simply full of love and joy. 

IvT. I expect he's dead. 

Strangwat. About seven hundred years. Ivy. 

Ivy. [ScfUy] Oh! 

Strangwat. Everything to him was brother or sis- 
ter — the sun and the moon, and all that was poor 
and weak and sad, and animals and birds, so that 
they even used to follow him about. 

Merct. I know I He had crumbs in his pocket. 

Strangwat. No; he had love in his eyes. 

IvT. 'Tis like about Orpheus, that ytl told us. 

Strangwat. Ah ! But St. Francis was a Christian, 
and Orpheus was a Pagan. 

IvT. Oh! 

Strangwat. Orpheus drew everything after him 
with music; St. Francis by love. 
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IvT. PerhapB it was the same, really. 

Stranowat. [Looking at hia fitde] Perhaps it was* 
Ivy. 

GiiADTB. Did *e 'ave a flute like yll? 

Ivt. The flowers smell sweeter when they 'ear 
music; they dU. 

[She holda up ike glaae of flowers. 

Strangwat. [Toncking one qf the orckia] "What's the 
name of this one? 

The girls duster ^ save Mercy, who is taking 
a stealthy interest in what she has behind 
her. 

CoNNiB. We call it a cuckoo, Mr. Strangway. . 

Gladtb. 'Tis awful common down by the streams. 
We've got one medder where 'tis so thick almost as 
the goldie cups. 

Stranowat. Odd I Fve never noticed it. 

Ivt. Please, Mr. Strangway, yll don't notice when 
ytt're waUdn'; yU go along like this. 

[She holds up her face as one looking at the sky. 

Strangwat. Bad as that. Ivy? 

Ivt. Mrs. Strangway often used to pick it last 
spring. 

Stranowat. Did she? Did she? 

[He has gone off again into a kind qf dream, 

Mbrgt. I like being confirmed. 

Stranowat. Ah! Yes. Now — What's that be- 
hind you, Mercy? 

Mbrct. [Engagingly producing a cage a UtUe bigger 
ikon a mouse4rap9 containing a skylarii My skylark. 
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Strangwat. What! 

Mercy. It can fly; but we're goin* to dip its wings. 
Bobbie caugbt it. 
Strangwat. How long ago? 
Mkrcy. [Conicuma qf impending diaaster] Yester- 
day. 
Strangwat. [White hot] Give me the cage I 
Mkrcy. iPuckering] I want my skylark. [As he steps 
up to her and takes the cage — thoroughly alarmed\ I gave 
Bobbie thrippenoe for it ! 
Strangwat. [Producing a sixpence] There ! 
Merct. [Throwing it down — passionately] I want 
my skylark ! 

Strangwat. God made this poor bird for the sky 
and the grass. And you put it in thati Never cage 
any wild thing ! Never ! 
Mercy. [Faint and sidlen] I want my skylark. 
Stranoway. [Taking the cage to the door] No! 
[He holds up the cage and opens it] Off you go, poor 
thing! 

[The bird flies out and away. 
The girls watch with round eyes the fling 
up cf his arm, and the freed bird flying 
away. 
Iyy. I'm glad ! 

Mercy kicks her viciously and sobs. Strang- 
WAY comes from the door, looks at Mercy 
sobbing, and suddenly clasps his head. The 
girls watch him with a queer mixture qf 
wonder, alarm, and disapproval. 
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Gladys. [Whiapering] Don't cry, Mercy. Bobbie'U 
soon catch yti another. 

Stbangwat has dropped his hands, and ia look- 
ing again at Mkbct. Ivt aits toith hands 
daaped, gazing at Stranowat. Mebct 
contimtea her arl^icial sobbing, 
Strangwat. [QuieUy] The dass is over for to-day. 
He goes up to Merct, and holds out his hand. 
She does not take it, and runs out knudding 
her eyes. Stranowat turns on his hed and 
goes into the house, 
CoMMiB. 'Twasn't his bird. 

Ivy. Skylarks belong to the sky. Mr. Strangway 
said so. 
Gladtb. Not when they*m caught* they don't. 
Ivt. They dU. 
Connie. 'Twas her bird. 
Ivt. He gave her sixpence for it. 
Gladtb. She didn't take it. 
Connie. There it is on the ground. 
Ivt. She might have. 
Gladtb. He'll p'raps take my squirrel, til. 
Ivt. The bird sang — ^I 'card it! Bight up in the 
sky. It wouldn't luive sanged if it weren't glad. 
Gladtb. Well, Mercy cried. 
IvT. I don't care. 

Gladtb. Tis a shame! And I know something. 
Mrs. Strangway's at Durford. 
Connie. She's — ^never! 
Gladtb. I saw her yesterday. An' if she's there 
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she ought to be here. I told mother, an' she said: 
''YU mind yer business/* An' when she goes in to 
market to-morrow she'm goin' to see. An' if she's 
really there, mother says, 'tis a fine tii-dU an' a praaper 
scandal. So / know a lot more'n ytt dli. 

P[vT ttofei ai her, 

Connie. Mrs. Strangway told mother she was goin' 
to France for the winter because her mother was ill. 

Gladys. Tisn't winter now — ^Ascension Day. I 
saw her comin' out o' Dr. Desart's house. I know 
'twas her because she had on a blue dress an' a proud 
Ittke. Mother says the doctor come over here tU 
often before Mrs. Strangway went away, just afore 
Christmas. They was old sweethearts before she 
married Mr. Strangway. [To Itt] Twas yttre mother 
told mother that. 

P[yT gazes at (hem more and more toide-eyed. 

Connie. Father says if Mrs. Bradmere an' the old 
Bector knew about the doctor, they wouldn't 'ave 
Mr. Strangway 'ere for curate any longer; because 
mother says it takes more'n a year for a gUde wife 
to leave her 'usband, an' 'e so fond of her. But 
'tisn't no business of ours, father says. 

Gladys. Mother says so til. She's praaper set 
against gossip. She'll know all about it to-morrow 
after market. 

Ivy. [Stamping her foot] I don't want to 'ear nothin' 
at all; I don't, an' I won't. 

[A rather shame-faced silence fatts on (he girls. 
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&.tnTB. [In 9 qKide ukuper] "Eie'a Hn. Boria- 

Tktn adenjnm tkt lunue a ttovi mMerly 
amiiH wdk a moid gng eye md tery nd 

M""- BoBuooKBK. Ivy, take Hr. Strangwar hii 
U; or well new *av« no souiod faMiigfat He'm in 
fc if lUnkin' box, bat 'tis not a bit o' Ttlse 'im thinkin' 
vitbont % mk. [5A« handt lur daughter an itiI:pot and 
ikta^p^ In Tttiet iliem and goet out] yfbtA- 
cw's Hmt lSf>' P**^ ^ ^ ^''^ bmUtxjje. 

&,tST3. Tb Maty Jariand's. iSx. Stnngway let 

flmiL BuBl^COHB*. Aw! Dkl 'e now? Serve 'er 
i^t. bring*"' an 'cathoi bird to confirmation claas. 
OoKNn. m tain it to ba. 

ICu. BuKiACOUBB. No. Yil leave it there, an' let 
Itt. Stia&cwa; dli what 'e likes with it. Bringin' a 
bMlBEtttbatl Wdllneverl 

n* ftrif, jieneieiMg Aat tkey have lighted on 

atotty toil, hoi at eoA other and elide touarda 

Urn door. 

M^ Bdbl&cohbii. Yes, jil juat be off, an' think 

«« whttt ya*v« been told in dass. an' be'ave like Chris- 

tiwuk tltat's gUde maida. An' don't jm come no more 

jM t|k» 'av^in'a dancin' them 'eathen dances in my 

tMknu oaifhther. till after yU'm confirmed— 'tian't right. 

]N i- (iJd Ivy I won't 'ave it. 

O^v^Mi!. Mr. Stcaogway don't mind — ^he likes lu 
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to; 'twas Mrs. Strangway began teachin' us. He's 
goin' to give a prize. 

Mbs. BuBiiAGOiiBE. Yu just du what I teU yU an' 
never mind Mr. Strangway — ^he'm tU kind to every- 
one. D'yii think I don't know how geOs oughter 
be'ave before confirmation? YU be'ave like I did! 
N0W9 goo ahn I Shoo ! 

Shs huMea them otd, raiher 0$ the might huaUe 

her chickenSf and begins tidying the room. 

There epmee a wandering figvire to the open 

window. It is that qf a man qf about thirty" 

five, qf feMe gait, leaning the weight qf ofi 

one Me cf him on a stick. His dark face, 

with black hair, one lock qf which has gone 

white, waa etndenUy once that qf an ardent 

man. Now it ie alack, weakly amiling, and 

ihe brawn eyea are loat, and aeem altoaya to 

be aaking aomething to which there ia no 

anawer. 

Mrs. Bublacobibe. \Wilh that forced cheerftdneaa 

alwaya aaaumed in the face qf too great mirfortune] 

Well, Jim! better? [At the faint brightening cf ihe 

amile] That's right! Yu'm gettin' on bravely* Want 

Parson? 

Jim. [Nodding and amiling, and apeaking ahwty] I 
want to tell 'un about my cat. 

[Hiaface loaea Ua amile. 
Mbs. Bublacombe. Why! what's she been dUin' 
then? Mr. Strangway 's busy. Won't I dU? 
Jni. [Shaking kia head] No. I want to tell kirn* 
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Mrs. Bublacqmbe. THiatever she been dttin'? 
B[avin' kittens? 

Jim. No. She'm lost. 

Mrs. Bublaoombe. Dearie me! Aw! she'm not 
lost. Cats be like maids; they must get out a bit. 

Jim. She'm lost. Maybe he'll know where she'll be. 

Mrs. Bublaoombb. Well, well. I'll go an' find 'im. 

Jim. He's a gUde man. He's very glide. 

Mbs. BuBLAOQBiBE. That's certain sure. 

Strangwat. [Eniering from (he house] Mrs. Burla- 
combe, I can't think where I've put my book on St. 
Francis — the large, squarish pale-blue one ? 

Mbs. Bublacohbe. Aw! there now! I knii there 
was somethin' on me mind. Miss Willis she came in 
yesterday aftemttne when ytl was out, to borrow it. 
Oh! yes — ^I said — ^I'm zure Mr. Strangway'll lend 
it 'ee. Now think o' that ! 

Stbanowat. Of course, Mrs. Burlacombe; very 
glad she's got it. 

Mbs. Bublacombb. Aw! but that's not all. When 
I tuk it up there come out a whole flutter o' little 
bits o' paper wi' little rhymes on 'em, same as I see 
ytl writin'. Aw! my gUdeness! I says to meself, 
Mr. Strangway widn' want no one seein' them. 

Stbangwat. Dear me ! No; certainly not ! 

Mbs. Bitblaoombe. An' so I putt 'em in your 
secretary. 

SiBANOWAT. My — ah! Yes. Thank you; yes. 

Mbs. Bublaoqbcbb. But I'll goo over an' get the 
bUke for ytt. 'T wcxn't take me 'alf a minit. 
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8hs goes oid an to (he green, Jnc Bxbb haa 
come tit. 

Straxgwat. [OenUy] Well, Jim? 

Jim. My cat's lost. 

Strakowat. Lost? 

Jim. Day before yesterday. She'm not come back. 
They've shot 'er» I think; or she'm caught in one o' 
they rabbit-traps. 

Stbangwat. Oh! no; my dear fellow, shell come 
back. Ill speak to Sir Herbert's keepers. 

Jim. Yes, zurr. I feel l(Xiesome without 'er. 

Stbanowat. [WUh a faint emUe — more to himeeff 
than to Jim] Lonesome! Yes! That's bad, Jim! 
That's bad ! 

Jim. I miss 'er when I sits thar in the avenin'. 

Stbangwat. The evenings — They're the worst — 
and when the blackbirds sing in the morning. 

Jnc. She used to lie on my bed, ye know, SEurr. 
[Stbanowat turns hie face away, contracted tnih 
pain] She'm like a Christian. 

Stbanowat. The beasts are. 

Jim. There's plenty folk ain't 'alf as Christian as 
*er be. 

Stbanowat. Well, dear Jim, I'll do my very best. 
And any time you're lonely, come up, and I'll play 
the flute to you. 

Jim. [Wriggling elighUy] No, zurr. Tbank 'ee, zurr. 

Stbanowat. What — don't you like music? 

Jim* Ye-es, zurr. [A figure paeeee the window. 
Seeing ii he eaye with hie slow smile: **'£re'8 Mrs. 
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Bradmere, comin' from the Rectory." With queer 
malice] She don't like cats. But she'm a cat 'erself, 
I think. 
Strangway. \Wiih his smile] Jim ! 
Jim. She'm always tellin' me I'm lUkin' better. I'm 
not better, zurr. 
Strangway. That's her kindness. 
Jim. I don't think it is. 'Tis laziness* an' 'avin' 
'er own way. She'm very fond of *er own way. 

A knock on the door cute off his speech. Fol- 
lowing closely on ihe knock, as thottgh no 
doors were licensed to be closed against her, 
a grey-haired lady enters; a capable, brown- 
faced woman of seventy, whose every tone and 
movement exhales authority. Wiih a nod 
and a **good morning** to Strangway she 
turns at once to Jim Bere. 
Mrs. Bradmere. Ah! Jim; you're looking better. 

[Jim Bere shakes his head, 
Mrs. Bradmere. Oh! yes, you are. Getting on 
splendidly. And now, I just want to speak to Mr. 
Strangway. 

Jim Bere touches his forelock, and slowly, 
leaning on his stick, goes oui» 
Mrs. Bradmere. [Waiting for Ihe door to close] You 
know how that came on him? Caught the girl he 
was engaged to, one night, with another man, the 
rage broke something here. [She toudies her forehead] 
Four years ago. 
Strangway. Poor fellow ! 
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Mbs. Bradmebb. [Looking ai him ikarpli/] Ig your 
wife back? 

Stranowat. [SiarHng] No. 

Mbs. Bradmbbb. By the way, poor Mrs; Cremer — 
is she any better? 

Stbanowat. No; going fast. Wonderful — so patient. 

Mbs. BBADBfEBB. [With gruff spmpathy] Um ! Yes. 
They know how to die! [With another sharp look ai 
him] D'you expect your wife soon ? 

Stbanowat. I— I— hope so. 

Mrs. Bbauhbrb. So do I. The sooner the better. 

Stranowat. [Shrinking] I trust the Rector's not 
suffering so much this morning? 

Mrs. BRAincEBB. Thank you ! His foot's very bad. 
Aa she speaks Mrs. Burlacombe returns vnih 
a large paUMue book in her hand, 

Mrs. Burlaoombe. Good day, M'm! [Taking ike 
book across to Stranowat] Miss Willis, she says she'm 
very sorry, zurr. 

Stranowat. She was very welcome, Mrs. Bur- 

lacombe. [To Mrs. Brahmkrb] Forgive me — ^my 

sermcm. [He goes into the house. 

The two toomen gasse ttfter him. Then, at once, 

as it were, draw into themsdves, as if pre* 

paring for an encounter , and yet seem to 

expand as if losing the need for restraint. 

Mrs. Bradboere. [Abruptly] He misses his wife very 
much, I'm afraid. 

Mrs. Burlacobibb. Ah! Don't he? Poor dear 
man; he keeps a terrible tight 'and over 'imself, but 
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*tis suthin' crael the way he walks about at night. 
He'm just like a cow when its calf's weaned. 'T'as 
gone to me 'eart truly to see 'im these months past. 
T'other day when I went up to dtt his rlime, I yeard 
a noise like this [she sniffs]; an' ther' 'e was at the 
wardrobe, snuffin' at 'er things. I did never think a 
man cud care for a woman so much as that. 

Mrs. BRAjmEBB. H'm ! 

Mrs. BubiiAOOMBE. 'Tis funny rest — ^an' 'e comin' 
'ere for quiet after that tearin' great London parish! 
'E'm terrible absent-minded til — don't take no inter- 
est in 'is fUde. Yesterday, goin' on for one o'clock, 
'e says to me, ''I expect 'tis nearly breakfast-time, 
Mrs. Burlacombe !" 'E'd 'ad it twice aheady ! 

Mrs. Bradmsbb. Twice! Nonsense! 

Mrs. BubIiAOOMBE. Zurely ! I give 'im a nummit 
afore 'e gets up; an' 'e 'as 'is brekjus reg'lar at nine. 
Must feed un up. He'm on 'is feet all day, goin' to 
zee folk that widden want to zee an angel, they'm 
that busy; an' when 'e comes in 'e'U play 'is flilte 
there. He'm wastin' away for want of 'is wife. That's 
what 'tis. An' 'im so sweet-spoken, tU, 'tes a pleasure 
to year 'im — Never says a word ! 

Mrs. Bbadmere. Yes, that's the kind of man who 
gets treated badly. I'm afraid she's not worthy of 
him, Mrs. Burlacombe. 

Mbs. BubiiACOHBe. [Plaiting her apron] 'Tesn't for 
me to zay that. She'm a very pleasant lady. 

Mbs. Bbadmebe. Too pleasant. What's this story 
about her being seen in Durford? 
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Mbs. BxTBLAcmiBB. Aw ! I du never year no 
gossip, m'm. 

Mbs. Brat>merb. [Drily] Of couise not! But you 
see the Rector wishes to know. 

Mrs. Bxtblacohbe. [Flu8terei\ Well — ^f oik will talk ! 
But, as I says to Burlacombe — ^^''Tes paltry/' I says; 
and they only married eighteen months, and Mr. 
Strangway so devoted-like. 'Tes nothing but love, 
with 'im. 

Mbs. Bbadmebb. Come! 

Mbs. Bublacombe. There's puzzivantin' folk as'll 
set an' gossip the feathers off an angel. But I dtt 
never listen. 

Mbs. Bbabhsbb. Now then, Mrs. Burlacombe? 

Mrs. BuBLACOifBE. Well, they dtt say as how Dr. 
Desart over to Durford and Mrs. Strangway was 
sweethearts afore she wer' married. 

Mbs. Bbabmebe. I knew that. Who was it saw 
her coming out of Dr. Desart's house yesterday? 

Mbs. BuBLiLCQiCBE. In a manner of spakin' 'tes 
Mrs. Freman that says 'er Gladys seen her. 

Mrs. Bbadmebb. That child's got an ^e like a 
hawk. 

Mbs. Bitblacombe. 'Tes wonderful how things dtt 
spread. 'Tesn't as if us gossiped. Dtt seem to grow- 
like in the naight. 

Mbs. Bbadmebb. [To heradfl I never liked her. 
That Riviera excuse, Mrs. Burlacombe — Very con- 
venient things, sick mothers. Mr. Strangway doesn't 
know? 
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Mbs. Bublagombb. The Lord forbid! 'Twid send 
un crazy, I think. For all he'm so moony an' gentle- 
like, I think he'm a terrible passionate man inside. 
He've a-got a saint in 'im, for SEure; but 'tea only 
'alf-baked, in a manner of spakin'. 

Mbs. Bbabmebb. I shall go and see Mrs. Ere- 
man. There's been too much of this gossip all the 
winter. 

Mbs. Bitblaoombb. 'Tes unfortunate-like 'tes the 
Fremans. Freman he'm a gipey sort of a feller; and 
he've never forgiven Mr. Strangway for spakin' to 
'im about the way he trates 'is 'orses. 

Mbs. Bbadmebb. Ah ! I'm afraid Mr. Strangway's 
not too discreet when his feelings are touched. 

Mbs. Bublacombb. 'E've a-got an 'eart so big as 
the full mline. But 'tes no yUse expectin' ttt much 
o' this world. 'Tes a funny place, after that. 

Mbs. Bbabmebb. Yes, Mis. Burlaoombe; and I 
shall give some of these good people a rare rap over 
the knuckles for their want of charity. For all they 
look as if butter wouldn't melt in their mouths, 
they're an un-Christian lot. [Looking very direcUy at 
Mbs. Bxjblaoombe] It's lucky we've some hold over 
the village. Fm not going to have scandal. I shall 
speak to Sir Herbert, and he and the Sector will 
take steps. 

Mbs. BubXiACOMbb. [Wiik covert malice] Aw ! I dtt 
hope 'twon't upset the Sector, an' 'tis fUte so pop- 
tious! 

Mbs. Bbabbodbb. [Qrimly] His footll be sound 
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enough to oome down sharp. By the way, will you 
send me a duck up to the Bectoiy? 

Mrs. BtJBiiAOOMBB. [Glad to get awaif] Zuiely, m*m; 
at onoe. Fve some luvly fat birds. 

[She ffoea into Ae house. 
Ifsa. Braxmebe. Old pussycat! 

She tume to go^ and in Ae doorway enoounters 

a very liitle, red-<Aeeked girl in a peaeock- 

Hue cap, and pink /rodE;» tdio eurtsiee 

stolidly. 

Mba. Bradhebs. Well» Tibby Jailand, what do you 

want here? Always sucking something, aren't you? 

QetHng no reply from Tibby Jabland, she 

passes Old, Tibbt comes in, looks round, 

takes a large su)eet out cf her nunUh, eon- 

templates it, and puts it bade again. Then, 

in a perfunctory and wry stoUd fashion, she 

looks about Ae floor, as if she had been told 

to find somethifig. While she is finding noA^ 

ing and sucking her sweet, her sister Mebct 

comes in furtively, stiU frowning and vin- 

dustive, 

IfsBCT. What! Haven't you found it» Tibby? 

Get along with 'ee, then ! 

She accelerates Ae stolid Tibbt's departure wiA 
a smack, searches under Ae seat, finds and 
picks up Ae deserted sixpence. Then very 
quickly she goes to Ae door. But it is 
opened btfore she reaches it, and, finding 
herself caught, she slips behind Ae diintz 
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windotc-euTiam. A woman kiu mtend, 
who it dear^ the origiwU t^ Ae large pho- 
tograjik. She it not riridly pretty, but 
there it eham in her pofa, retotide face, 
tmtt iit modeing tipt, flexible browt, mid 
ffreemtk eyet, tohote lidt, tquan abote them, 
hme thort, dark lathet. She it dretted tn 
Hue, and her fair hair it coiled up wider 
a cap and motor-veiL She comet in no^Ug, 
aitd doaet &e door bdiind her; heeomet ir- 
retdute: then, tuddeniy deciding, motet to- 
wardt the door into the houte. Merct 
dipt from bMnd her curtain to make off, 
but at that moment the door into the houte 
it opened, and die hat at onoe to dip back 
Ofoui wito covert. It is Ivr who hat ap- 

IvT. UmomI] Ohl Mrs. Strangw^l 

Edden^ ditooncerted by this appeatanee, 
ItiuTBicii Stbangwat puUt hendf together 
and oonfronta Sie diHd with a imiie. 
Dkatrice. Wdl. Ivy — ^you've grown I You didn't 
expect iiif. (lid you? 

Ivr. No. Mis. Stiangway; but I hoped yU'd be 
nuniu' sonn. 

Bratricb. Ahl Yes. IsMr. Strangway in? 
Iyt. [Hypndiaed by thote fainUv emiling Kpt] Yes 
— lilt, j-cs I He's vritin' his sermon in the little room. 
IkmUbcKladl 
BmAimiCK. [Qoitiff a Utile doter, and neser taking 
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her eyes off the ckSdl Yes. Now, Ivy, will you do 
something for me? 

IvT. [Fluttering] Oh, yes. Mis. Strangway. 

Beatbicb. Quite sure? 

IvT. Oh, yes ! 

Beatbice. Are you old enough to keep a secret? 

IvT. [Nodding] I'm fourteen now. 

Beatbicb. Well, then — ^I don't want anybody but 
Mr. Strangway to know I've been here; nobody, not 
even your mother. D'you understand ? 

IvT. [Troubled] No. Only, I can keep a secret. 

Beatrice. Mind, if anybody hears, it will hurt — 
Mr. Strangway. 

IvT. Oh! I wouldn't — ^hurt — ^him. Mtut yU go 
away again? [TrenMing towards her] I wish yU were 
goin' to stay. And perhaps some one has seen yU — 
They 

Beateuce. [Hastily] No, no one. I came motoring; 
like this. [She mooes her veil to show how it can conceal 
her face] And I came straight down the little lane, 
and through the bam, across the yard. 

IvT. [Timidly] People dtt see a lot. 

Beatrice. [StiU with (hoi hovering smile] I know, 
but — Now go and tell him quickly and quietly. 

IvT. [Stopping at the door] Mother's pluckin' a duck. 
Only, please, Mrs. Strangway, if she comes in even 
after yU've gone, she'll know, because — ^because yU 
always have that particular nice scent. 

Beatrice. Thank you, my child. I'll see to that. 
IvT looks at her as ^ she would speak again. 
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tftm tunu tudderdji, and goet out. BaA- 
tsoce's face darkens; the ikwert. Tak- 
ing out a imie cigarette earn, ahe lights a 
cigttreUe, and vxitdiea the ■puffa ^ tmake 
vreathe about her and die aaay. The 
frightened Mehct ■peer* out, spying for a 
diaiaoe to escape. Then from the house 
Stkanqvat comes in. AU his dreaminess 
is f/one. 
Stbangwat. Thank God I [He stops at the lode on 

kerfaee] 1 don't understand, though. I thought 70U 

im« still out there. 

BCATBICB. ILetting her cigarette JaU, and putting her 

Soot on ill No. 

Stkangwat. You're staying ? Oh 1 Beatrice; cornel 

Well get away from here at once — as tar, as far — 

anywhere you like. Oh 1 toy darling — only come I If 

Bbatricz. It's no good, Michael; Tve tried and 
tried. 

Stbangwat. Not ! Then, why— ? Beatrice! You 
said, when you were right away — Fve wiuted 

Bkatbicb. I know. It's cruel — ^it's horrible. But 
I told you not to hope, Michael. I've done my best. 
All these months at Mentone, I've been wondering 
why I ever let you marry me — when that feeling 
wasn't dead ! 

Stbangwat. Yon can't have come back just to 
leave me agun ? 

BxATBlCB. When you let me go out there with 



ACT I A BIT O' LOVE 9S 

mother I thought — ^I did think I would be able; and 
I had begun — and then — spring came ! 

Strangfwat. Spring came here tool Never so- 
aching ! Beatrice, can't you ? 

BsATmcE. I've something to say. 

Strakgwat. No! No! No! 

Beatrice. You see — ^I've — ^fallen. 

Strakgwat. Ah! [/n a voice sharpened by pain] 
Why, in the name of mercy, come here to tell me 
that? Was fte out there, then ? 

[She shakes her head. 

Beatrice. I came straight back to him. 

Strangwat. To Durford? 

Beatrice. To the Crossway Hotel, miles out — ^in 
my own name. Th^ don't know me there. I told 
you not to hope, Michael. I've done my best; I 
swear it. 

Strakgwat. My God! 

Beatrice. It was your God that brought us to live 
near himt 

Strakgwat. Why have you come to me like this? 

Beatrice. To know what you're going to do. Are 
you going to divorce me? We're in your power. 
Don't divorce me — Doctor and patient — ^you must 
know — ^it ruins him. He'll lose everything. He'd 
be disqualified, and he hasn't a penny without his 
work. 

Strakgwat. Why should I spare him ? 

Beatrice. Michael, I came to beg. It's hard. 

Strakgwat. No; don't beg ! I can't stand it. 
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Beatrice. [Recovering her pride] What are you 
going to do,fthen? Keep us apart by the threat of 
a divorce? Starve us and prison us? Cage me up 
here with you? I'm not brute enough to ruin him. 

Strangwat. Heaven! 

Beatbice. I never really stopped loving him. I 
never loved you, Michael. 

Strangwat. [Stunned] Is that true? [BEATmcE 
bends her head] Never loved me? Not — ^that night 
— on the river — ^not ? 

Beatrice. [Under her breath] No. 

Strangwat. Were you lying to me, then ? Kissing 
me, and— hating me? 

Beatrice. One doesn't hate men like you; but it 
wasn't love. 

Strangwat. Why did you tell me it was? 

Beatrice. Yes. That was the worst thing I've 
ever done. 

Strangwat. Do you think I would have married 
you? I would have burned first! I never dreamed 
you didn't. I swear it ! 

Beatrice. [Very hw] Forget it! 

Strangwat. Did he try to get you away from me? 
[Beatrice gives him a swift look] Tell me the truth! 

Beatrice. No. It was — ^I — alone. But — ^he loves 
me. 

Strangwat. One does not easily know love* it 
seems. 

Bvi her smiie, faints mysterious^ pitying^ is 
enough, and he turns atoayfrom her. 
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Beatbicb. It was cruel to come, I know. For me, 
toa But I couldn't write. I had to know. 

Stbangwat. Never loved me? Never loved me? 
That night at Tregaron? [At (he look on her face] 
You might have told me before you went away! 
Why keep me all these 

Beatrice. I meant to forget him again. I did 
mean to. I thought I could get back to what I was, 
when I married you; but, you see, what a girl can 
do, a woman that's been married — can't. 

Strakgwat. Then it was I— my kisses that — ! 
[He laughs] How did you stand them? [His eyes dart 
at her face] Imagination helped you, perhaps ! 

Beatbicb. Michael, don't, don't! And — oh! don't 
make a public thing of it! You needn't be afraid I 
shall have too good a time! [He stays quite stiU and 
silent, and that which is wriOiing in him makes his face 
so strange (hat BEATmcE stands aghast. At last she 
goes stumbling on in speech] If ever you want to marry 
some one else — ^then, of course — ^that's only fair, ruin 
or not. But till then — till then — He's leaving Dur- 
ford, going to Brighton. No one need know. And 
you — ^this isn't the only parish in the world. 

Strakgwat. [Q^ie&y] You ask me to help you live 
in secret with another man ? 

Beateuce. I ask for mercy. 

Strangwat. [As to himself] What am I to do? 

Beatrice. What you fed in the bottom of your 
heart. 

Strangwat. You ask me to help you live in sin? 
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BULfiaak To let iDft go out of your life. You've 
only to do— Aolhiiig^ [A fo«9, dowkf^ dose to her. 
SnuirawAT* I irvnt you* Come back to me! 
Bei^triee^ come httck! 

Bbatiiicb« It would be iorture» now. 
SnumwAT. [IPrjiAuif] Oh! 
BsATiiiCB* ^niatevw^a in your beart— do! 
SnuNQWAT* You*d come back to me sooner than 
minMinr Would you? 

BsATiuciu I can^t bring him hann* 
SnuNQWAT* [fiinijii^ Qway] God !— if there be one 
-^belp me ! [He Hands leaning hU forehead against the 
%inndow. Suddenly hia glance falle on the UtOe bird- 
cage^ afili lying on the vnndow-eeat] Never cage any 
wild thing ! [He gieee a laugh that ia hd^ a sob; then, 
turning to ihe door, says in a low voice] Go! Go please, 
quickly ! Do what you will. I won't hurt you— <»n't 
— But — go ! [He opens the door. 

Bbatbicb. [Gready moved] Thank you ! 

She passes him wUh her head down, and goes 
ovi guicldy, Stbanowat stands uncon- 
sciously tearing at the Utile birdcage. And 
while he tears at U he vUers a moaning 
sound. The terr^ied Mercy, peering from 
behind the curtain, and toatching her 
chance, slips to the sHU open door; but 
in her haste and fright she knocks against 
U, and Stbangwat sees her. Before he can 
stop her she has fled out on to Ae green 
and away. 
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WhOe he stands there^ paralysed^ the door from 

the house is opened, and Mrs. Bublaoombb 

approaches him in a queer , hushed way. 

Mrs. Bxjblaoqicbb. [Her eyes mechanieaUy fixed on 

the twisted bird-cage in his hands] 'Tis poor Sue Cremer, 

SUIT, I didn't 'ardly tliink she'd last thrli the momin'. 

An' zure enough she'm passed away! [Seeing that he 

has not taken in her words] Mr. Strangway — ^yU'm 

feelin' giddy? 

Strakowat. N09 no! What was it? You 

said 

Mas. BtJBiiAooifBB. 'Tes Jack Cremer. His wife's 
gone. 'E'm in a terrible way. Tes only yii, 'e ses« 
can dU 'im any gUde. He'm in the kitchen. 
Stbangwat. Cremer? Yes! Of course. Let 

him 

Mas. BtTBLACOHBB. [StiU Storing at the twisted cage] 
Ytt ain't wantin' that — 'tes all twizzled. [She takes it 
from him] Sure yU'm not feelin' yer 'ead? 
Stbangwat. [With a resdute effort] No ! 
Mrs. Bxjblacqmbb. [Doub^uUy] 111 send 'im in» 
then. [She goes. 

When she is gone, Stranowat passes his 
handkerM^ across his forehead, and his 
lips move fast. He is standing motionless 
when Cremer, a big man in labourer's 
iiothes, vrith a thick, broad face, and tragic, 
faUhful eyes, comes in, and stands a Hide 
in from the dosed door, quite dumb. 
Strakowat. [After a momenfs silence — going up to 
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him and lading a hand on his shoidder] Jack ! Don't 
give way. If we give way— we're done. 

Cbe&isr. Yes, zurr. [A quiver passes over his face. 
Strangwat. She didn't. Your wife was a brave 
woman. A dear woman. 

Cbimbr. I never thought to Ittse 'er. She never 
told me 'ow bad she was, afore she tuk to 'er bed. 
'Tis a dreadful thing to lUse a wife, zurr. 

Strangwat. [Tighiening his lips, ihat irenMe] Yes. 
But don't give way ! Bear up. Jack ! 

Cbimer. Seems funny 'er goin' blue-bell time, an' 
the sun shinin' so warm. I picked up an 'orse-shtt 
yesterday. I can't never 'ave 'er back, zurr. 

[His face qidvers again. 
Strangwat. Some day you'll join her. Think! 
Some lose their wives for ever. 

Crbmbr. I don't believe as there's a future life, 
Burr. I think we goo to sleep like the beasts. 

Strangwat. We're told otherwise. But come here! 
[Drawing him to the window] Look! Listen! To sleep 
in that! Even if we do, it won't be so bad. Jack, 
will it? 

CmsMBR. She wer' a gUde wife to me — ^no man 
didn't 'ave no better wife. 

Strangwat. [Putting his hand oid] Take hold — 
hard — ^harder! I want yours as much as you want 
mine. Pray for me. Jack, and I'll pray for you. 
And we won't give way, will we? 

Cremer. [To whom the strangeness cf these words 
has given some rdufl No, zurr; thank 'ee, zurr. 'Tea 
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no gUde, I expect. Only» 111 miss 'er. Thank 'ee, 

zurr; kindly. 

He l^U his hand to his head^ turns, and un- 
certainly goes Old to the kitchen. And 
Stbangwat stays where he is, not knowing 
what to do. Then Uindly he takes up his 
flute, and hadess, hurries out into the 
air. 

CUBTAJN 
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ACT II 

SCENE I 

Ahaid seven o^dock in Ae taproom of Ae mttage inn. 
The bar, wUh Ae appurtenances thereof, stretches 
across one end, and opposite is Ae porch door on 
to Ae green. The wall between is nearly all win- 
dow, with leaded panes, one wide-open casement 
whereof lets in Ae last of Ae sunlight. A narrow 
bench runs under Ais broad window. And Ais is 
all Ae furniture, save Aree spittoons. 

GoDLEiGH, the innkeeper, a smallish man wiA Aick 
ruffled hair, a loquacious nose, and apple-red cheeks 
above a reddish-brown moustache, is reading Ae 
paper. To him enters Tibbt Jabland wiA a 
shilling in her mcuA. 

GoDLBiOH. Well, Tibby Jarland, whatVe ytt come 
for, then? Glass o' beer? 

Tibbt takes the shilling from her mouA and 

smiles stolidly. 

GoDLBiGH. [TudnMing] I shid zay glass o' 'arf an' 

'arfs about yttre form. [Tebbt smiles more broadly] 

Ytt'm a praaper masterpiece. Well! 'Ave sister 

31 



82 A BIT O* LOVE act ii 

Mercy borrowed yUre tongue? [Tibby shakes her head] 
Aw, she 'aveu't. Well, maid? 

Tibby. Father wants six day pipes, please. 
GoDLEiGH. 'E dU, dU 'ee. YU tell yUre father 'e 
can't 'ave more'n one, not this avenin*. And 'ere 'tis. 
Hand up yUre shiUin'. 

Tibby reaches up her hand, parts vnik Ae 

shitting, and reeevoes a long day pipe and 

eleven pennies. In order to secure the coins 

in her pinafore she places Ae day pipe in 

her nundh. While she is sUU thus engaged, 

Mas. Bbadmebb enters Ae porch and comes 

in, Tibby curtsies stolidly, 

Mrs. Bbadmebb. Gracious, child! What are you 

doing here ? And what have you got in your mouth ? 

Who is it? Tibby Jarland? [Tibby curtsies again] 

Take that thing out. And tell your father from me 

that if I ever see you at the inn again I shall tread 

on his toes hard. Godleigh, you know the law about 

children? 

GoDiaEiQH. [Cocking his eye, and not at aU abashedl 
Surely, m'm. But she will come. Go away, my 
dear. 

Tibby, never taking her eyes off Mbs. Bbad- 
mebb, or the pipe from her mouth, has 
backed stolidly to (he door, and vanished, 
Mas. Bbadmebb. [Eyeing Godleigh] Now, Grod- 
leigh, I've come to talk to you. Half the scandal 
that goes about the village begins here. [She holds 
up her finger to check expostulation] No, no — ^it's no 
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good. You know the value of scandal to your busi- 
ness far too well. 

GoDLEioH. Wi' all respect, m'm» I knows the vally 
of it to youm, tU. 

Mrs. Bradmxbb. What do you mean by that? 

GoDLEiGH. If there weren't no Rector's lady there 
widden' be no notice taken o' scandal; an' if there 
weren't no notice taken, twidden be scandal, to my 
thinkin'. 

Mrs. BBAma&BE. [Winking out a grim litUe «mtfe] 
Very well! You've given me your views. Now for 
mine. There's a piece of scandal going about that's 
got to be stopped, Godleigh. You turn the tap of it 
off here, or we'll turn your tap off. You know me. 
See? 

GoDLBiOH. I shouldn' never presume, m'm, to know 
a lady. 

Mbs. Bradmerb. The Bector's quite determined, 
so is Sir Herbert. Ordinary scandal's bad enough, 
but this touches the Church. While Mr. Strangway 
remains curate here, there must be no talk about 
him and his affairs. 

GoDLEiaH. [Coddng hia eye] I was just thinkin' 
how to dU it, m'm. 'Twid be a brave notion to putt 
the men in chokey, and slit the women's tongues- 
like, same as they dtt in outlandish places, as I'm told. 

Mrs. Bsahmbrx. Don't talk nonsense, Godleigh; 
and mind what I say, because I mean it. 

GoDUBSGH. Make jrUre mind aisy, m'm — ^therell be 
no scandal-monkeyin' here wi' my permission. 
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Mrs. Bbadicebs gitea Mm a keen etare, but 
9eeing him perfectly ffra/oe, node her head 
wUh approval. 
Mb& Bbadmbbb. Good! You know what's being 
sud» of course? 

GoDuaoH. [WiA respectftd gramfy] Ytt'Il pardon 
me* m*m» but ef an' in case yii was goin' to tell me» 
tlia«'s a riile in this 'ouse: **No scandal 'ere !" 

Mb& Bradmebe. [Tvnnkling grimly] You're too 
smart by half, my man. 
GoDiiBiGH. Aw fegs, no» m'm — child in yUre 'ands. 
Mb& BiiAPMiBRE> I wouldn't trust you a yard. 
Onoe more, Godleigh! This is a Christian village, 
and we mean it to remain so. You look out for 
youiaelf. 

The door opens to admit the farmers Trubta- 
FORD and BxTRLACOMBE. They doff their 
hats to Mbs. Bradmebe, who, after one 
more sharp look at Godleigh, mones to- 
wards the door, 
Mrs. Bradmere. Evening, Mr. Trustaford. [To 
BuRi.Acx>]iCBE] Burlacombe, tell your wife that duck 
she sent up was in hard training. 

With one cf her grim winks, and a nod, she 
goes. 
Tbtotatord. [Replacing a hat wkuA is blade, hard, 
md not very new, on his long head, above a long face, 
dean^haned but for litOe whiskers] What's the old 
f^y mare want, then? [With a horse4augh] 'Er's 
lUkin* awful wise I 
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GoDUBiGH. lEnigmaticaBy] Ah! 

Tbubtafobd. [Sitting on Ae benA doae to the bar] 
Drop o' whisky, an' x)otash. 

BuBLACOMBE. [A tocitum, slinif yeUowiah man, in 
a toom scft hat] What's nttse, Godleigh? Drop o' 
cider. 

GoDUBiOH. Nttse? There's never no ntlse in this 
'ouse. Aw» no! Not wi' my permission. [In imiia- 
Uon] This is a Christian viDage. 

Tbubtafobd. Thought the old grey mare seemed 
mighty busy. [To Bitblaccxicbe] 'Tes rather quare 
about the curate's wife a-comin' motorin' this momin*. 
Passed me wi' her face all smothered up in a veil, 
goggles an' all. Haw, haw ! 

BuBi>ACOMBE. Aye! 

Tbubtafobd. Off again she was in 'alf an hour. 
'£r didn't give poor old curate much of a chance, 
after six months. 

Godleigh. Havin' an engagement elsewhere — No 
scandal, please, gentlemen. 

BiTBLACOMBB. [AcOly] Never Bsked to scc my missis. 
Passed me in the yard like a stone. 

Tbttbtafobd. 'Tes a little bit rUmoursome lately 
about 'er doctor. 

Godleigh. Ah ! he's the favourite. But 'tes a dead 
secret, Mr. Trustaford. Don't yU never repate it — 
there's not a cat don't know it already ! 

BuBLACOMBE frowns, and Tbttbtafobd utters 
his laugh. The door ie opened and Fbeiian, 
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a dark gvpsyUh man in ike dress qf a farmer , 
comes in. 

GoDUBiOH. Don't yii never tell Will Freman what 
'e told me ! 

Fbehak. AveninM 

Tbxtbtaiobd. Avenm% Will; what's y\^Ie glass o' 
trouble? 

Ebehak. Drop o' cider, clove, an' dash o' gin. 
There's blood in the sky to-night. 

BuiOiACOMBE. Ah! We'll 'ave fine weather now» 
with the full o' the mUne. 

FmcBf AN. Dust o' wind an' a drop or ttt, virst, I 
reckon. '£ard t' ntlse about curate an' 'is wife? 

GoDLEiGH. No, indeed; an' don't yii tell us. We'm 
Christians 'ere in this village. 

Freman. 'Xain't no very Christian nttse, neither. 
He's sent 'er off to th' doctor. *'Go an' live with 
un," 'e says; "my blessin' on ye." K 'er'd a-been 
mine, I'd 'a tuk the whip to 'er. Tarn Jarland's 
maid, she yeard it all. Christian, indeed! That's 
brave Christianity! "Goo an' live with un!" *e 
told 'er. 

BuBiiACOMBE. No, no; that's not sense — a man to 
say that. I'll not 'ear that against a man that bides 
in my 'ouse. 

Fbeman. 'Tes sure, I tell 'ee. The maid was hid-up, 

' scared-like, behind the curtain. At it they went, and 

parson 'e says: "Go," 'e says, "I won't kape 'ee from 

'im," 'e says, "an' I won't divorce 'ee, as ytt don't 

wish it!" They was 'is words, same as Jarland's 
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maid told my maid, an' my maid told my missis. If 
tliat's parson's talk, 'tes funny work goin' to church. 
Tbubtafobd. [Brooding] 'Tes wonderful quare, 
zurely. 

Ebebcan. Tam Jarland's fair mad wi' curate for 
maldn' free wi' his maid's skylark. Parson or no 
parson, 'e've no call to meddle wi' other people's 
praperty. He cam' pokin' 'is nose into my affairs. 
I told un I knew a sight more 'bout 'orses than 'e 
ever would ! 

Tbustafobd. He'm a bit crajsy 'bout bastes an' 
birds. 

They have been eo absorbed thai they have not 
noticed the entrance qf Cltbt, a youth with 
tousled hair, and a bright, quick, Celtic eye, 
who stands listening, toith a bit qf paper in 
kis hand. 

Cltbt. Ah ! he'm that zurely, Mr. Trustaford. 

[He chuckles. 

GoDuaoH. Now, Tim Clyst, if an' in case yii've 
a-got some scandal on yer tongue, don't yU never 
unship it here. Ytt go up to Bectory where 'twill 
be more relished-like. 

Cltbt. [Waving the paper] Will y' give me a drink 
for thic, Mr. Godleigh? 'Tes rale funny. Aw! 'tes 
somethin' swate. Butiful readin'. Poetry. Bale 
spice. YU've a luv'ly voice for readin', Mr. Godleigh. 

GoDiiBiOH. [All ears and twinkle] Aw, what is it 
then? 
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CbTBT. Ahl YU TCtnt t'know to mudi. 

[i^ittinf tlu paper ui hiM pocket. 
IFUb A« it tpaakmg, Jni Bebb kaa mUred 
9Kut^. with kia feMe ttep and tmile, and 
ntodtnon. 
Cltst. [Kindly] Hallo, Jim! Cat oome 'ome? 
Jui Bbbb. No. 

AU nod, and speak to him kindly. And Snt 
BxRB gmilet at them, and kit eyet ath qf 
thma the queetian, to whidi there u no an- 
BVier. Arid after that he titt matiotdeat and 
tileni, and they talk as ^ he were not 
there. 
GoDiiBiGH. What's all tiiia, now — no scandal in my 
'ousel 

Cltbt. 'Tes awful peculiar — ^like a drame, Mr. 
Burlacombe 'e don't like to hear tell about dramea. 
A guesB a won't tell 'ee, arter that. 
Fbescan. Out wi' it, Tim. 

CvtsT. 'Tes powerful thirsty to-day, Mr. Godleigh. 
GoDUBiOH. [Drawing htm tome cider] Yu're all wild 
cat's talk, Tim; yU've a-got no tale at all. 
Cltst. [Moring for the ader] Aw, indode ! 
GoDLEiaH. No taie, no cider ! 
Cltbt. Did ye ever year tell of Orphus ? 
Tbdbtatobd. What? The old vet: up to Dr^- 
leigh? 

Cltst. Pegs, no; Orphus that lived in th' old time, 
an' diawed the bastes after un wi' his music, same as 
curate was tellin' the maids. 
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Freman. I've 'eard as a gipsy over to YeUacott 
could dU that wi' 'is viddle. 

Cltst. 'Twas no gipsy I see'd this artemline; 'twas 
Oiphus, down to Mr. Burlacombe's long medder; 
settin' there all dark on a stone among the dimsy- 
white flowers an' the cowflops, wi' a bird upon 'is 
'ead, playin' his whistle to the ponies. 

Fbeman. [Excitedly] YU did never zee a man wi' a 
bird on 'is 'ead. 

Clyst. Didn'I? 

Fbeman. What sort o' bird, then? YU tell me 
that. 

Tbubtafobd. Praaper old barndoor cock. Haw, 
haw! 

GoDiaEiGH. [SoMingly] 'Tesavairy-tale; us mustn't 
be tU partic'lar. 

BuBLACOMBE. Li my long medder? YHiere were 
yu, then, Tim Clyst? 

Cltbt. Passin' down the lane on my bike. Won- 
derful sorrowful-fine music 'e played. The ponies 
they did come round 'e — ^yil cud zee the tears runnin' 
down their chakes; 'twas x)owerful sad. 'E 'adn't no 
at on* 

EsEiiAK. [Jeering] No; 'e 'ad a bird on 'is 'ead. 

Clyst. [With a silencing grin] He went on playin' 
an' playin'. The ponies they never mUved. An' all 
the dimsy-white flowers they waved and waved, an' 
the wind it went over 'em. Gav' me a funny feelin'. 

GoDUBSGH. Clyst, yU take the cherry bun ! 

Clyst. YHiere's that dder, Mr. Godleigh? 
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GoDUaoH. [Bending over the cider] YuVe a -'ad til 
much already, Tim. 

The door is opened, and Tam Jarland appeare. 
He walks rather unsteadily; a man wiih a 
heavy jowl, and stdlen, strange, epHeptio- 
looking eyes. 

CiiYBT. [Pointing to Jabland] Tis Tam Jarland 
there 'as the cargo aboard. 

Jabland. Avenin', all ! [To Goduoioh] Pint o' beer. 
[7*0 Jut Bsbe] Avenin', Jim. 

• [Jut Bebe looks at him and smiles. 

GoDUSiOH. [Serving him cfier a moment's hesitation] 
'Ere y'are, Tam. [To Clybt, who has taken out Us 
paper again\ YHiere'd yU get thiccy paper? 

Clybt. [Pviiing down his cider-^mug empty] Yiire 
tongue dU watter, don't it, Mr. Godleigh? [Holding 
out his mug] No zider, no poetry. 'TIs amazin' sor- 
rowful; Shakespeare over again. *'The boy stUde on 
the bumin' deck." 

Ebiman. YU and yer yap ! 

Cltbt. Ah! YU wait a bit. YHien I come back 
down t'lane again, Orphus 'e was vanished away; 
there was naught in the field but the ponies, an' a 
praaper old magpie, a-top o' the hedge. I zee some- 
thin' white in the beako' the fowl, so I giv' a "Whisht," 
an' 'e drops it smart, an' off 'e go. I gets over bank 
an' picks un up, and here't be. 

[He holds out his mug. 

BuBLAOOiBffBE. [Tar&y] Here, give 'im 'is cider. 
Bade it yttresdf , ye young teasewings. 
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ChYBT, having secured hie eider, drinks it qff, 
HMing up (he paper to the light, he makes 
as ^ to begin, then dides his eye round, 
tantalixing. 
CiiTBT. Tes a pity I bain't dressed in a white gown» 
an' flowers in me 'air. 
Frebcan. Bead it, or well 'ave yii out o' this. 
Cltbt. Aw, don't 'ee shake my nerve, now ! 

He begins reading wiih mock heroism, in his 
scft, high, burring voice. Thus, in his ruS" 
tic accent, go Ae lines: 

God lighted the zmi in 'eaven iax. 
Lighted the virefly an' the ztar. 
My 'eart '£ lighted not! 

Grod lighted the yields fur Iambs to play» 
Lighted the bright strames, 'an the may. 
My 'eart 'E Ughted not ! 

Grod lighted the mUne, the Arab's way* 
He lights to-morrer, an' to-day. 
My 'eart 'E 'ath vorgot! 

When he has finished, there is silence. Then 
Tbustafobd, scratching his head, speaks: 
Teustafobd. 'Tes amazin' funny stuff. 
Fbeman. [Looking over ChYBT^B shoulder] Bedanged! 
'Tes the curate's 'andwritin'. "Twaa curate wi' the 
ponies, after that. 

Cltbt. Fancy, now! Aw» Will Fbeman, an't yU 
bright! 
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Fbbcak. But 'e 'adn't no bird on 'is *ead. 

Clxbi. Ymb. *c 'ad. 

JabIiAMD. [In a duUt threatening voice] 'E 'ad my 
maid's biid, this artemtine. 'Ead or no» and parson 
or no> rU gie 'im one for that. 

YamuJX- Ah! And 'e meddled wi' my 'orses. 

Tbubtafobd. I'm thinkin' 'twas an old cuckoo 
iMid 'e 'ad on 'is 'ead. Haw, haw! 

GoouEiGH. "His 'eart she 'ath vorgot!" 

Ybxman. 'E's a fii^e one to be tachin' our maids 
oonvirmation. 

GoDiiEiGH. Would ye 'ave it the old Rector then? 
Wi' 'is gouty shoe? Backon the maids wid rather 
'twas curate; eh, Mr. Burlacombe? 

BuBiiACOMBE. [Abruptly] Curate's a glide man. 

Jabland. [WUh the comatoae ferocity qf drink] I'll be 
even wi' un. 

Fbbman. [Excitedly] Tell 'ee one thing — ^'tes not a 
proper man o' God to 'ave about, wi' 'is lUse goin's on. 
Out vrom 'ere he oughter go. 

BuBiiACOMBE. You mcd go further an' fare worse. 

FaxaiAN. What's 'e dUin', then, lettin' 'is wife run off ? 

Tbubtafobd. [Scratching hie head] If an' in case 'e 
can't kape 'er, 'tes a funny way o' dUin' things not to 
divorce 'er, after that. If a parson's not to dU the 
Christian thing, whU is, then? 

BuBiiAOQMBE. 'Tcs a bit immoral-like to pass over 
a thing like that. 'Tes funny if women's goin's on's 
to be encouraged. 

^"^^a^AN. Act of a coward, I zay. 
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BxTRLACOMBS. The curate ain't no cowaid. 

Ebiman. He bides in yUie house; 'tes natural for 
yU to stand up for un; I'll wager Mrs. Burlacombe 
don't, though. My missis was fair shocked. ''Will/' 
she says, "if yU ever make vur to let me go like that, 
I widden never stay wi' yU," she says. 

Tbubtafobd. 'Tes settin' a bad example, for zure. 

BiTBLACOMBE. 'Tes all Very aisy talldn'; whatshUde 
'edU, then? 

Ebiman. [ExeUedlp] Go over to Durford and say 
to that doctor: ''YU come about my missis, an' see 
what I'll dU to 'ee." An' take 'er 'ome an' see she 
don't misbe'ave again. 

Cltst. '£ can't take 'er ef 'er don' want t' come — 
I've 'card lawyer, that lodged wi' us, say that. 

Ebbman. All right then, 'e ought to 'ave the law of 
'er and 'er doctor; an' zee 'er goin's on don't prosper; 
'e'd get damages, tU. But this way 'tes a nice ex- 
ample he'm settin' folks. Parson indade ! My missis 
an' the maids they won't goo near the church to-night, 
an' I wager no one else won't, neither. 

Jabland. [Lurching wWi his pewier up to Godlbioh] 
The beggar! I'll be even wi' un. 

GoDLEiGH. [Looking at him in dovbt] 'Tes the last, 
then, Tam« 

Having received his beer, Jablakd sUmdip lean* 
ing agoing Ae har^ drinking. 

Bitblaoombb. [Suddenly] I don' goo with what 
curate's dUin' — 'tes tU soft 'earted; he'm a mUney 
kind o' man altogether, wi' 'is flute an' 'b poetry; 
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but he've a-Iodged in my 'ouse this year an* more, 
and always 'ad an 'elpin' 'and for every one. I've 
got a lildn' fop him an' there's an end of it. 
JABI.AND. The coward ! 

Tbxtbtatord. I don' trouble nothin* about that. 
Tarn Jarland. [Turning to BiJRLACOBfBB] What gits 
me is e don't seem to 'ave no ssense o' what's his 
own praperty. 

JABI.AND. Take other folk's property fast enough! 

[He sawa the air wUh his empty petcter. The athere 

*«» oU turned to him, drawn by Ae faacination that a 

man in liquor has far his fellouhmen. The bell for 

church has begun to ring, (he sun is down, and it is 

getting dusk,] He wants one on his crop, an' one in 

'is belly; 'e wants a man to take an' gie un a gUde 

hidin' — zame as he oughter give 'is fly-be-night of a 

wife. [Stbanowat in his dark clothes has entered, and 

stands by the door, his lips compressed to a colourless 

line, his thin, darkish face grey-whUe] Zame as a man 

wid ha' gi'cn the doctor, for takin' what isn't his'n. 

AU but Jabland haoe seen Strangwat. He 

steps forward, SabImAND sees him now; his 

jaw drops a lUUe, and he is silent. 

Stbangway. I came for a little brandy, Mr. God- 

leigh— feeling rather faint. Afraid I mightn't get 

through the service. 

GoDiiEiOH. [With prcfessional oompostare] Martell's 
Three Star, zurr, or 'Ennessy's? 

Strangfwat. [Looking at Jabland] Thank you; I 
believe I can do without, now. [He turns to go. 
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In the deadly silence, Godu&ioh toudtea the 

arm of Jabland, whot leaning againH ike 

hat toUh the j>etater in hie hand, is staring 

with his strange lowering eyes straight at 

Strangway. 

Jabland. [Oakanized by the touch into drunken rage] 

Lave me be — ^I'll talk to un — parson or no. I'll tache 

un to meddle wi' my maid's bird. Ill tache un to 

kape 'is thievin' 'ands to 'imself . 

[Stbangwat turns again. 
Cltst. Be quiet, Tam. 

Jarland. [Neffer loosing Stranoway with his eyes — 
like a buJl^g who sees red] That's for one chake; 
zee un turn t'other, the white-livered bUty! YHili 
lets another man 'ave 'is wife, an' never the sperit to 
go vor un ! 
BuBLAcoMBE. Shame, Jarland; quiet, man! 

They are aU looking at Stranoway, who, 

under Jarland'b drunken insuUs is stand" 

ing rigid, with his eyes dosed, and his hands 

hard denched. The churdi hell has stopped 

dew ringing, and begun its five minutes* 

hurrying nde, 

Tbubtafobd. [Rising, and trying to hook his arm 

into Jabland'b] Come away, Tam; yii've a-'ad til 

much, man. 

Jabland. [Shaking him off] Zee, 'e darsen't touch 
me; I might 'it un in the vaoe an' *e darsen't; 'e's 
afraid — ^like 'e was o' the doctor. 

He raises the petrier as though to fling it, but 
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U 18 seized by G0DI4BIOH from behind, and 
falls dattering to the floor. Stbangway Aa« 
not moved. 

Jabland. [Shaking his fist almost in his face] Luke 
at un, luke at un ! A man wi' a slut for a wife 

As he utters the word **wife** Stbanowat 
seizes the outstretched fist, and with a ju- 
jiisu m4}vementf draws him into his dutch, 
helpless. And as they sway and struggle 
in the open window, with the false strength 
of fury he forces Jabland trough. There 
is a crash of broken glass from outside. 
At ihe sound Strangway comes to him- 
self. A look of agony passes over his 
face. His eyes light on Jim Bebe, who 
has suddenly risen, and stands feMy 
dapping his hands. Stbangwat rushes 
out. 

Excitedly gathering at the window, they all 
speak at once. 

CiiTBT. Tarn's hatchin' of yttre cucumbers, Mr. 
Godleigh. 

Tbubtafobd. 'E did crash; haw, haw f 

Fre&i AN. 'Twas a brave throw, zUrely. WhU wid 
a' thought it? 

CiaYBT. Tarn's crawlin' out. [Leaning through win" 
dow] Hallo, Tam — 'ow's t' base, old man ? 

Frbman. [Excitedly] They'm all comin' up from 
churchyard to see. 
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Tritbtaford. Tarn dU iuke wonderful aztonished; 
haw, haw ! Poor old Tarn 1 

Cltst. Can yU zee curate? Raekon 'e'm gone 
into church. Aw, yes; gettin' a bit dimsy — sarvice 
time. [A momenfa hush, 

Tritbtafobd. Well, I'm jiggered. In 'alf an hour 
he'm got to prache. 

GoDLEiGH. 'Tes a Christian village, boys. 

Feebly, quieUy, Jim Bere laughs. There is 
silence; but the beU is heard sHU ringing. 



CUBTAIN. 



SCENE n 

The same — in daylight dying fast* A lamp is burning 
on the bar, A chair has been placed in the centre 
cf the room, facing the bench under the window^ 
on which are sealed from right to left, Godleigh, 
Sol Potter the village shopman, Trubtaford, 
BuRLAOQBfBE, Frebcan, Jhc Bere, and Morse 
ihe hlacksmiA, Cltst is squatHng on a stool by 
the bar, and at the other end Jabland, schered and 
lowering, leans against the lintel cf the pordi lead-' 
ing to ihe door, round which are gathered five or 
six sturdy feUows^ dumb as fishes. No one sits 
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in the diait. In the unnaJtwral silence that reigns, 
the distant sound cf the wheexy dnarck organ and 
voices singing can he heard. 

Trxtbtafobd. [After a prolonged dearing of his 
throat] What I mean to zay is that 'tes no ytise, not 
a bit o' ytise in the world, not dUin' of things prop- 
erly. If an' in case we'm to carry a resolution dis- 
approvin' o' curate, it must all be done so as no one 
can't zay nothin'. 

Sol Potteb. That's what I zay, Mr. Trustaford; 
ef so be as 'tis to be a village meetin', then it must 
be all done proper. 

Fbiman. That's right, Sol Potter. I purpose Mr. 
Sol Potter into the chair. WhU seconds that? 

A silence. Voices from among the dumlhas- 
fishes: "I dU." 

Cltbt. [Excitedly] YU can't putt that to the meetin'. 
Only a chairman can putt it to the meetin'. I pur- 
pose that Mr. Burlacombe — bein' as how he's chair- 
man o' the Parish Council — ^take the chair. 

Fbiman. Ef so be as I can't putt it, yU can't putt 
that neither. 

Trxtbtafobd. 'Tes not a bit o' yUse; us can't 'ave 
no meetin' without a chairman. 

GoDLEiGH. Us can't 'ave no chairman without a 
meetin' to elect un, that's zUre. [A silence. 

MoBSB. [Heavily] To my way o' thinkin', Mr. 6od- 
leigh speaks zense; us must 'ave a meetin' before us 
can 'ave a chairman. 

Clybt. Then what we got to dtt's to elect a meetin'. 
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BuRLACOMBB. [Soufly] YU'U not find no procedure 
for that. 

Voices from among the dumb-aa-fiehea: '*Mr. 
Burlacombe 'e oughter know." 

Sol Potter. [Scratching his head — with heavy so- 
lemnity] 'Tes my belief there's no other way to dil, 
but to elect a chairman to call a meetin'; an' then 
for that meetin' to elect a chairman. 

Clybt. I purpose Mr. Burlacombe as chairman to 
call a meetin'. 

EBEBiAN. I purpose Sol Potter. 

GoDLEiGH. Can't 'ave til propositions together 
before a meetin'; that's apple-pie zUre vur zurtain. 
Voice from amomg the duTnib-as-fishes : ** There 
ain't no meetin' yet, Sol Potter zays." 

Tbubtatgrd. Us must get the rights of it zettled 
some'ow. 'Tes like the darned old chicken an' the 
egg — ^meetin' or chairman — ^which come virst? 

Sol Potteb. [Conciliating] To my thinkin' there 
shid be another way o' diiin' it, to get round it like 
with a circumbendibus. 'T'all comes from takin' 
different vUse, in a manner o' spakin'. 

Fbeman. YU goo an' zet in that chair. 

Sol Potteb. [WUh a glance at Bttblacombe — 
modesUy] I shid'n never like fur to dU that, with 
Mr. Burlacombe zettin' there. 

Bublaoombb. [Rising] 'Tes all darned fUlishness. 

Amidst an uneasy shvfflemsni (^ feet he moves 
to the door, and goes ovt into the darkness. 
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Clt8T« [Seeing kU candidate thtu depart] Rackon 
Qimte*8 pretty well thrU by now, I'm goin' to zee. 
(^« k« poMM Jabland] 'Ow'sta base, old man? 

[He goes out. 

One cf the dumUhaa-fishee moves from the door 
andfiUa Uie apace left on the bench by Bubla- 
gombb's departure.. 

Jabland. Dam all this puzsivantm' ! [7*0 Sol Pot- 
TBr] Goo an* aset in that chair. 

Sol Potteb. [Riaing and going to the chair; there 
he etanda, changing from one to the other qf hia thoH 
bfoad feet and aweaHng from modeaty and worth] Tes 
my duty now, gentlemen, to call a meetin' of the 
parishioners of this parish. I beg therefore to de- 
clare that this is a meetin' in accordance with my 
duty as chairman of this meetin' which elected me 
chairman to call this meetin'. And I purceed to vacate 
the chair so that this meetin* may now purceed to 
dect a chairman. 

He geta up from the dbir, and wiping (he 
atoeat from hia brow, goea back to hia aeat. 

Fbbbcan. Mr. Chairman, I rise on a point of order. 

GoDLEiOH. There ain't no chairman. 

Fbbbcan. I don't give a dam for that. I rise on 
a point of order. 

GoDLEiGH. 'Tes a chairman that decides points of 
order. 'Tes certain yU can't rise on no points what- 
ever till there's a chainnan. 

Tbustafobd. 'Tes no yUse yUre risin', not the least 
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bit in the world, till there's some one to set ytt down 
again. Haw, haw ! 

Voice from the dumiHUifishes : ''Mr. Trusta- 
ford Vs right." 

Fbeman. What I zay is the chairman ought never 
to 'ave vacated the chair till I'd risen on my point of 
order. I purpose that he goo and sset down again. 

GoDiiEiGH. YU can't purpose that to this meetin'; 
yti can only purpose that to the old meetin' that's 
not zettin' any longer. 

FaxacAN. [Excitedly] I don' care what old meetin' 
'tis thiit's zettin'. I purpose that Sol Potter goo an' 
zet in that chair again, while I rise on my point of 
order. 

Tbustafobd. [Scralddng Me head\ 'Tesn't regular — 
but I guess yti've got to goo, Sol, or us shan't 'ava 
no peace. 

Sol Potteb, atitt wiping hia brow, goes back 
to the chair. 

MoBSB. [StoHdlft—^o Fbeman] Zet down. Will Fre- 
man. [He jndls at him with a blacksmith'a arm. 

Fbeman. [Remaining erect with an ^orl] I'm not 
a-goin' to zet down till I've arisen. 

Jabland. Now then, there 'e is in the chair. What's 
yilre point of order? 

Fbeman. [Darting his eyes here and there, andfling* 
ing hie hand up to his gipsy-like head] 'Twas — 'twas — 
Darned ef y' 'aven't putt it clean out o' my 'ead. 

Jabland. We can't wait for yttre points of order. 
Come out o' that chair, Sol Potter. 
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Sol Fottxb rises and it about to vacaie ike 
dimr. 

Fbxiun. I know I There ou^t to 'a been minutes 
taken. Yll can't 'are no meetin' without minutes. 
When us comes to electin' a chairman o' the next 
meetin', 'e won't 'ave no minutes to read. 

Sol Fottsb. 'Twas only to putt down that I was 
elected chairman to elect a meetin' to elect a chair- 
man to preside over a meeiin' to pass a resolution 
dalin' wi' the curate. That's aisj set down, that is. 

Fbxiun. [ifoUiMI We'U 'ave that zet down, then, 

while we're electin' the chairman o' the next meetin'. 

\A liletux. 

Tbubtafobd. WeD then, scein' this is the praaper 
(4d meetin' for carryin' the resolution about the curate, 
I purpoae Mr. Sol Potter take the chair. 

Fbeuah. I purpose Mr. Trustaford. I 'aven't a-got 
nothin' against Sot Potter, but seein' that he elected 
the meetin' that's to elect 'im, it might be said that 
'e was electin' of himzeU in a manner of spakin'. Us 
daa't want that said. 

MoBSB. [Amid nuditatiee grwiU from the dvmb-at- 
fidut] There's some-at in that. One o' they tU pur- 
posals must be putt to the meetin'. 

Fbeuan. Second must be patt virst, fur zUre. 

TsnBTAFOBD. I dunno as I wants to set in that 
chwr. To hiss the curate, 'tis a ticklish sort of a job 
after that. Vuist comes afore second. Will Freeman. 

Frxuan. Second is amendment to virst. 'Tes the 
■mead meats is putt vint. 
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Tbubtafobd. 'Ow's that, Mr. Godleigh? I'm not 
particular eggzac'ly to a dilly sort of a point like 
that. 

Sol Potteb. [Scratching his head] Tes a very nice 
point, for zUre. 

GrODLEiGH. Tes Undoubtedly for the chairman to 
decide. 

Voice from the dunUHU^JUhee: ''But there 
ain't no chainnan yet." 

Jabland. Sol Potter's chairman. 

Freb£AN. No, 'e ain't. 

MoBSE. Yes, 'e is — 'e's chairman till this second 
old meetin' gets on the go. 

FREiiAN. I deny that. What dti yli say, Mr. 
Trustaf ord ? 

Tbubtafobd. I can't 'ardly tell. It dli zeem a 
darned long-sufferin' sort of a business altogether. 

[A silence. 

MoBSE. [Slowly] Tell 'ee what 'tis, us shan't dU no 
gUde like this. 

GoDiiEiGH. 'Tes for Mr. Freman or Mr. Trustaford, 
one or t'other to withdraw their motions. 

Tbubtafobd. [After a patiae, vnih cautious generos- 
ity] I've no objections to withdrawin' mine, if Will 
Freman'U withdraw his'n. 

Fbebian. I won't never be be'indhand. If Mr. 
Trustaford withdraws, I withdraws mine. 

Mobse. [WiJth rduf\ That's zensible. Putt the 
motion to the meetin'. 
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Sol Pottbb. There ain't no motion left to putt. 

[Silence cf eonstematum. 
[In the cortftuion Jim Bebb is seen to etand up. 
GoDiiEiQH. Jim Bere to spake. Silence for Jim ! 
VoiCEB. Aye ! Silence for Jim ! 
Soi, Potter. Well, Jim? 
Jim. [Smiling and slow] Nothin' dilin*. 

Tbubtafobd. Bravo, Jim! Ytt'm right. Bestzenae 
yet! 

[Applause from the dumb-as-fishes. 

[With his smdle brightening, Jim resumes his seat. 

Sol Potter. [Wiping his brow] DU seem to me, 
gentlemen, seein' as we'm got into a bit of a tangle 
in a manner of spakin', 'twid be the most zimplest 
and vairest way to begin all over vrom the beginnin', 
so's t'ave it all vair an' square for every one. 

In the uproar cf "Aye" and "No," it is nO' 
Hoed that Tibbt Jarland is standing in 
front cf her faiher with her finger , for ward 
cf something better, in her mouth, 

Tibbt. [In her stolid voice] Please, sister Mercy says, 
curate 'ave got to "Lastly." [Jarland picks her up, 
and there is silence.] An' please to come quick. 

Jarland. Come on, mates; quietly now ! 

[He goes out, and all begin to fellow him. 

Morse. [Slowest, save for Sol Potter] 'Tes rare 
lucky us was all agreed to hiss the curate afore us 
began the botherin' old meetin', or us widn' 'ardly 
'ave 'ad time to settle what to dU. 
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Sol Potteb. [Scratching hia head] Aye» 'tea rare 
lucky, but I dunno if 'tea altogether reg'lar. 
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SCENE m 

The tittage green hefcre the diurchyard and the yew- 
trees at the gate. Into the jnU^ dark under the 
yews, light comes out through the half -open church 
door. Figures are lurking, or moving steaUhUy 
— people waiting and listening to the sound qf a 
voice speaking in the church words that are inaur 
diUe, Excited whispering and faint giggles come 
from the deepest yew4ree shade, made ghosUy by 
the white faces and the frocks qf young girls con- 
HnuaUy flitting up and back in the blackness. 
A girVs figure comes flying out from the porch, 
down (he path qf lights and joins the stealthy 
group, 

WmsPEBiNra Voice of Mmcr, Where's *e got to 
now» Gladys? 

WmsPEBiNO Voice of Giadtb. 'E've just finished. 

Voice of Connie. WhU pushed t'door open? 

Voice of GiiADTb. Tim Clyst-— I giv' it a little 
push» meself • 
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Voice of Coknib. Oh! 

Voice of Gladys. Tim Clyst's gone in ! 

Another Voice. 0-o-o-h! 

Voice of Mebct. WhU eke is there, ttt? 

Voice of GiiAdtb. Ivy's there, an' old Mrs. Pot- 
ter, an' til o' the maids from th'Hall; that's all as 
ever. 

Voice of Conioe. Not the old grey mare? 

Voice of Gladys. No. She ain't ther'. 'Twill 
just be th'ymn now, an' the Blessin'. Tibby gone 
for 'em? 

Voice of Mercy. Yes. 

Voice of Conioe. Mr. Burlaoombe's gone in home, 
I saw 'im pass by just now — 'e don' like it. Father 
don't like it neither. 

' Voice of Mercy. Mr. Strangway shouln' 'ave 
taken my skylark, an' thrown father out o' winder. 
'Tis goin' to be awful fun ! Oh ! 

She jumps up and dovm in the darkness. 
And a voice from far in Ihe shadow says: 
"Hsssh! Quiet, yU maids!" The voice 
has ceased speaking in ihe church. There 
is a moments dead silence. The voice 
speaks again; then from the wheezy litUe 
organ come the first faint chords of a 
hymn. 

Gladys. "Nearer, my God, to Thee!" 
Voice of Mercy. 'Twill be funny, with no one 
'ardly singin'. 
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The sound of tiie dd hymn sung by juti six 
voices comes aid to them rather sweet and 
dear. 
GiiADTS. [Sqfflyl Tis pretty, tU. Why! They're 
only singm' one verse ! 

A iMmjenis sUenee, and the voice speaks^ 
uplifted^ pronouncing the Blessing: ''The 

peace of God " As the last words 

die away, dark figures from the inn ap- 
proatk over the grass, tiU quite a crowd 
seems standing there without a word spoken. 
Then from dvi the thvarch porch corns the 
congregation. Tim Cltbt first, hastily lost 
am^mg the waiting fibres in tiie dark; 
old Mrs. Potter, a hdff-blind old lady 
groping her way and perceimng nothing 
out of the ordinary; the two maids from 
the HaU, self-conscious and scared, scut- 
Uing along. Last,lYYBvBJMA^cx}MBEquiekly, 
and starting bade at the dim, haff-hidden 
crowd. 
Voice of Giadtb. [Whispering] Ivy ! Here, quick ! 

Ivy suHiys, darts off towards the voice, and is 
lost in the shadow. 
VoiCB OF Fbeman. [Low] Wait, boys, till I give 
signal. 

Two or three squirks and giggles; Tim Cltst*8 
voice: ''Ya-as! Don't 'ee tread on my 
toe!" A soft, frightened "0-o-h!" from 
a girl. Boms quick, excited whisperings: 
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"Dike!" "Zee there!" "He's cominM" 
And ihen a perfeeUy dead sUence, The 
figure qf Stbangwat is seen in his dark 
dathest passing from the vestry to the church 
porch. He stands plainly nisible in the 
lighted porch^ locking the door, ihen steps 
foruHird. Just as he reaches the edge qf 
the porch, a low hiss breaks the silence. It 
svoells very gradually into a long, hissing 
groan* Stbangwat stands motionless, his 
hand over his eyes, staring into the dark- 
ness. A girVs figure can he seen to break 
out qf the darkness and rush away. When 
at last the groaning has died into sheer ex- 
pedaney, Strangwat drops his hand. 

Stbangwat. [In a low voice] Yes! Fm glad. Is 
Jarland there? 

Fbeican. He's 'ere — ^no thanks to yti ! Hsss ! 

[The hiss breaks out again, then dies away. 

Jabland's Voicb. [Threatening] Try if yti can dli 
it again. 

Stbangwat. No» Jarland* no! I ask you to for- 
give me. Humbly ! 

[A hesitating sHenee, ImAen by muttering. 

Cltst's Voicb. Bravo! 

A Voice. That's vair! 

A Voice. '£'s afraid o' the sack— -that's what 'tis. 

A Voice. [Oroaning] '£'s a praaper coward. 

A Voice. WhU funked the doctor? 

Cltbt's Voice. Shame on *ee, therr! 
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Strakgwat. You're right~-all of you ! Fm not fit ! 

An uneasy and exdUd muUering and whisper' 

ing dies avxjuy into renewed silence* 

Strangwat. What I did to Tarn Jarland is not the 

real cause of what you're doing, is it? I understand. 

But don't be troubled. It's all over. I'm going — 

youll get some one better. Forgive me, Jarland. 

I can't see your face — ^it's very dark. 

FBBiiAN's Voica. [Mocking] Wait for the full 
mttne. 
GoDLBiGH. [Very low] ''My 'eart *£ lighted not!'* 
Strangwat. [Starting at the sound cf his own words 
thus mysteriously given him out qf the darkness] Who- 
ever found that, please tear it up ! [After a nunnenfs 
silence] Many of you have been very kind to me. 
You won't see me again — Good-bye, all ! 

He stands for a second nwtionless, then moves 

resolute^ down into the darkness so peopled 

wUh shadows. 

Uncebtain VoiciOB AS HE PAflSBB. Good-bye, 2urr ! 

Good luck, zurr ! [He has gone. 

Cltst'b Voicb. Three cheers for Mr. Strangway! 

And a queer, strangled nheer^ with groans stiU 

threading it, arises. 
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ACT III 

SCENE I 

In the BxTBLACOMBEs' hallMHngroom the curtaina are 
dratm, a lamp bums, and the door stands open. 
BuBiaACOMBS and his wife are hovering there, 
listening to the sound qf mingled cheers and 
groaning. 

Mbs. Bxtrlacombb. Aw! my gUdeness— what a 
thing t'appen! I'd sUner 'a lost all me ducks. [She 
makes towards the inner door] I can't never face 'im. 

BuBLACOMBE. 'E Can't expect nothin' else, if 'e act 
like that. 

Mbs. Bublaoqbcbb. 'Tes only dUin' as 'e'd be done 
by. 

BitbIiAcombe. Aw! Ytt can't go on forgivin' 'ere, 
an' forgivin' there. 'Tesn't nat'ral. 

Mbs. Bublacombe. Tes the mischief 'e'm a par- 
son. 'Tes 'im bein' a lamb o' God — or 'twidden be 
so quare for 'im to be forgivin'. 

Bublacombe. YU goo an' make un a gUde 'ot drink. 

Mbs. Bxtblacombe. Poor soul ! What'll 'e dU now, 
I wonder? [Under her breath] 'E's comin' ! 

She goes hurriedly, Bublacombe, with a 
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'farOed look back, woven and maket to 
follow her, but ttopt undecided in the inner 
doorwajf. Strangwat comet t» from the 
datkneu. He turns to the window and 
drops overcoat and hat and the <Aunh key 
on the window-seat, looking about him as 
meri da when too hard driven, and never 
Axing Us eyes long enough on anything to 
»ee it. Btolacombe, dosinn the door into 
the house, advances a step. At the sound 
SrmuxGWAT faces round. 
Btolacomb. I waated for yu to know. zurr. that 

fulishness, just now. 

Stkakqwat. [With aghoHqfa smile] Thank you. 
Burlacombe. It doesn't nutter. It dol't nmti ^ 

BxnuiAcoKBE. I -ope yU won't take no notice of it 

P^]Y^"' '"''' "^ "^'^ «^*- f^-^ ^ «««^ 
iTt .„ " «*^ "»« spakin' of this momin'. an' 

^1^^""^' 'T«» • »»«ve pity it cam' on yu so 
sudd^^e bef^^ y^ .^ ^^ ^ ^^ 'Tesasort 

'tes not a*K^ *"''* ^* "** ***'' "P°°- Certainly 
yu don't ° ^^^ *'°™' ■**™"' ^vamai nature. Ef 

goin- to * V^** "^ '**' '^"'^ *^®'*'^ °° °''« «•* °o* 
'em so r ^ y*" °*»* '»^' done that 'as made 
^AT] Yu?^*'**'"' f^**^*"^ anotfcr feoJb at Stbang- 

amazin- L***^"^ "'*' '™"' '**''™' °' ^'^ """* '**" 
^o«i o' ^. ^ "*« » °»" let go his own, without s 
^^''a'. 'Tes as ef 'e 'ad no passions4ike. 
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Strangwat. Look at me» Burlacombe. 

BiTBLACOiiBB Ux^ up^ trying hard to keep 
his eyes on Stranowat's, ihat seem to bum 
in his thin face. 

Strangwat. Do I look like that? Please, please! 
[He touches his breast] I've too much here. Please ! 

BuRiiAcoMBB. [Wiih a sort of starUed respect] Well, 
SEUiT, 'tes not for me to zay nothin', certainly. 

He turns and cfter a slow look back at Strang- 
wat goes out. 

Strangwat. [To himsdf] Passions! No passions! 
Ha! 

The outer door is opened and Ivr BttrIiACQICBB 
appears^ and, seeing him, stops. Then, 
coming scfUy towards him, she speaks 
timidly. 

IvT. Oh! Bir. Strangway, Mrs. Bradmere's oomin' 
from the Bectory. I ran an' told 'em. Oh! 'twas 
awful. 

Strangwat starts, stares at her, and turning 
en his heel, goes into the house. Ivr's face 
is all pudcered, as if she were on the point 
cf tears. There is a gentle scratching at the 
door, which has not been qtdte dosed. 

VoiCB OF Gladtb. [Whispering] Ivy! Come on! 
IvT. I won't. 

Vqicb of Msrct. YU must Us can't du with- 
out ytt. 
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IvT. [Oaing to the dcor] I don't want to. 
Voice of Gladtb. ''Naughty maid» she won't oome 
out," Ahldtt'ee! 

VoiCB OF CoNNiB. Tim Clyst an' Bobbie's oomin'; 
us'U only be six anyway. Us can't dance ''figure of 
eight" without ytt. 

IvT. [Stamping her foal] I don't want to dance at 
aU! I don't. 

Mebct. Aw! She's temper. YU can bang on 
tambourine, then ! 

Gladys. [Running in] Quick, Ivy ! Here's the old 
grey mare comin' down the green. Quick. 

WUh whiepering and scuffling, gurgling and 
squeaking, the rdudard Ivr's hand is caught 
and she ia jerked away. In their haste they 
have Uft the door open behind them. 
VozcB OF Mrs. Bbadmebe. [Outside] Vino's that? 
8he knocks loudly, and rings a bdl; then, 
vnihout waiting, comas in through the open 
door. 
Noting the overcoat and hat on the windouhsiU 
she moves across to ring the bell. But as 
she does so, Mrs. Bxjbsjlcoubb, followed by 
BuBiiACOiiBB, comes in from the house. 
Mrs. Bbadmkbb. This disgraceful business! Where's 
Mr. Strangway ? I see he's in. 

Mbs. BmOAOOMBE. Yes, m'm, he'm in — ^but— but 
Burlacombe dti zay he'm terrible upset. 

Mbs. Bbadmbbb. I should think so. I must see 
him — at once* 
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Mrs. BttbIiACombe. I doubt bed's the best place 
for 'un» an' a gUde 'ot drink. Burlacombe zays he'm 
like a man standin' on the edge of a cliff, and the 
laste tipsy o' wind might throw un over. 

Mbs. BRAmfEBB. [To BttbIiAcombe] You've seen 
him, then ? 

BuRLiLCOMBE. Ycas; an' I don't like the lUke of 
un — not a little bit, I don't. 

Mrs. BurIiAcqbibb. [AlmoH to heraeHf] Poor spul; 
Vve fr-'ad ttt much to try un this yer long time 
past. I've a-seen 'tis sperrit comin' thrli 'is body, 
as yii might zay. He's torn to bits, that's what 
'tis. 

BuRiiAcoMBE. 'Twas a praaper cowardly thing to 
hiss a man when he's down. But 'twas natural tU, 
in a manner of spakin'. But 'tesn't that troublin' 
'im. 'Tes in here \jknuihing his foTehead]^ along of his 
wife, to my thinkin'. They zay 'e've arknown about 
'er afore she went away. Think of what 'e've 'ad 
to kape in all this time. 'Tes enough to drive a man 
silly after that. I've a-Iocked my gun up. I see a 
man lUke like that once before — an' sure enough 'e 
was dead in the momin' ! 

Mrs. Bradmere. Nonsense, Burlacombe ! [ZV>Mrs. 
BubIiAcombe] Go and tell him I want to see him — 
must see him. Piins. Burlacombe goes into the hotue] 
And look here, Burlacombe; if we catch any one, 
man or woman, talking of this outside the village, 
it'll be the end of their tenancy, whoever they may be. 
Let them all know that. I'm glad he threw that 
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drunken feUow out of the window, though it was a 
little 

BuBLAcoiiBB. Aye! The ntls^pen would be 
praaper glad of that, for a tiddy bit o' nUfle. 

Mrs. Bbabbisbb. My goodness! Yes! The men 
are all up at the inn. Go and tell them what I said 
— if « nottogei about. Go at once, Burlacombe. 

BmOACOMBB. Must be a turrable job for 'im, every 
one's knowin' about 'is wife like this. He'm a proud 
man tli, I think. 'Tes a funny business altogether! 

Mrs. Bbahmebe. Horrible! Poor fellow! Now, 
come ! Do your best, Burlacombe ! 

BuBLACOiiBB touches hia fordock and goes. 
Mrs. Bradmerb stands quite stitt, tkink-^ 
ing. Then going to the photography she 
stares up at it, 

Mas. Bradmbrb. You baggage ! 

Strangwat has come in noiselessly, and is 
standing just behind her. She turns, and 
sees him. There is something so s^, so 
starUingly still in his figure and white face, 
(hat she cannot for the moment find her 
9oice. 

Mrs. Bradmbrb. [At lastl This is most distressing. 
Fm deeply sorry. [Then, as he does not answer, she 
goes a step doser] I'm an old woman; and old women 
must take liberties, you know, or they couldn't get 
on at all. Come now! Let's try and talk it over 
calmly and see if we can't put things right. 
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Stranowat. You were very good to come; but I 
would rather not. 

Mrs. Bradmebe. I know you're in aa grievous 
trouble aa a man can be. 

Stra2«owat. Yes. 

Mbs. Bradmxbb. [WHk a liide wund cf aympaiky] 
VihaX are you — ^tliirty-five? I'm sixty-eight if I'm 
a day — old enough to be your mother. I can feel 
what you must have been through all these months, 
I can indeed. But you know you've gone the wrong 
way to work. We aren't angels down here below! 
And a son of the Church can't act aa if for himself 
alone. The eyes of every one are on him. 

Stranowat. [Taking the church key from As window- 
eiUl Take this, please. 

Mrs. Bradmere. No» no, no! Jarland deserved 
all he got. You had great provocation 

Strangwat. It's not Jarland. [Holding oid the key] 
Please take it to the Sector. I beg his forgiveness. 
[Touching hie Ireast] There's too much I can't speak 
of--can't make plain. Take it to him, please. 

Mrs. Bradmere. Bir. Strangway — ^I don't accept 
this. I am sure my husband — the Church — will never 
accept 

Strangwat. Take it! 

Mrs. Bradmere. [Almost unconsdoiuly taking it] 
Mind! We don't accept it. You must come and 
talk to the Sector to-morrow. You're overwrought. 
You'll see it all in another light, then. 
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SraANGWAT. [Witk a strange sndU] Perhaps. [Lut- 
ing the hlindl Beautiful night! Couldn't be more 
beautiful! 

Mbb. Bbabiibbb. [StarUedr-scftly] Don't turn away 
from those who want to help you! I'm a grumpy 
old woman, but I can feel for you. Don't try and 
keep it all back, like this ! A woman would cry, and 
it would all seem clearer at once. Now won't you 
let me ? 

Strangwat. No one can help, thank you. 

Mas. Bradmsbb. Come! Things haven't gone 
beyond mending, really, if you'll face them. [Point' 
ing to the phciograph] You know what I mean. We 
dare not foster immorality. 

Stbanqwat. [Quivering as at a jabbed nerve] Don't 
speak of that! 

Mrs. Bradmebb. But think what you've done, Mr. 
Strangway ! If you can't take your wife back, surely 
you must divorce her. You can never help her to 
go on like this in secret sin. 

Stranqway. Torture her — one way or the other? 

Mrs. Bradmere. No, no; I want you to do as the 
Church — ^as all Christian society would wish. Come ! 
You can't let this go on. My dear man, do your 
duty at all costs ! 

Strangwat. Break her heart? 

Mrs. Bradmere. Then you love that woman — ^more 
than God! 

Strangwat. [Hie face quivering] Love! 

Mrs. Bradmere. They told me — Yes, and I can 
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see you're in a bad way. Come» pull youndf to- 
gether ! You can't defend what you're doing. 

Stbanowat. I do not try. 

Mbs. Bbadmebe. Imttffgetyoutosee! My father 
was a clergyman; I'm married to one; I've two 
sons in the Church. I know what I'm talking 
about. It's a priest's business to guide the people's 
lives. 

Strangwat. [Very low] But not mine! No more! 

Mbs. Bradmebe. [Looking at him shrefwdLy] There's 
something very queer about you to-night. You ought 
to a see doctor. 

Strangwat. [A smile coming and going on his Utpb] 
11 1 am not better soon 

Mrs. Bradmsrb. I know it must be terrible to feel 
that everybody — [A conmdnve shiver passes over 
Strangwat, and he shrinks against the door] But 
come! Live it down! [WOh anger growing at his 
silence] Live it down, man! You can't desert your 
post — and let these villagers do what they like with 
us? Do you realize that you're letting a woman, 
who has treated you abominably — ^yes» abominably 
— go scot-free, to live comfortably with another man ? 
VHiat an example ! 

Strangwat. Will you, please, not speak of that I 

Mrs. Bradmere. I must! This great Church of 
ours is based on the rightful condemnation of wrong- 
doing. There are times when forgiveness is a sin, 
Michael Strangway. You must keep the whip hand. 
You must fight! 
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^kere. Have you ev« been^Tdir^^ ^^ ^* 

fled . ™„ j„ a.^, d^y'ir'r^^^ 
for love and hate? I-JLaT . ;, ^*^'* «*«ed. 



.And W-how can I find^^'"*'"^''-"*! 

SXIUKOWAT. ISnuUnt] One of these day. the «„ 
^ifl grow out of me; and I shaU d^ ^ ^ ^^'^ 
M^BBAwam. Hare, at hi.' .^^ .^ 

'^' l"^ miff, kaff mm. OegoeatnT 
^'l^' There, he hob,, • « «o« to tt. 

MBS. BRAMoaffl. And you mean to let JI ti.- 
«m— Youp wife—- "" «» w aU this go 

Steangwat. Go! Heasego! 

punidLr^^ *^°" "°^' Take ca»! God 

|^^AT.I,thereaGod? 
. d^BHAmom,. Ah! [ff'ittjin^j You must see 

S'^aANGWAT cnMMt Out ,n^ 4^ ..i^. , . .. . 



A.T: 
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f jf, ^ pieture hanga^ and stands bt^are it, his hands 

}^ ^^ grasping the fravM. Then he takes it from 

^'^ the toaU, and lays it face upwards on the 

^^ trindow-seat. 

fil ^ Stbangwat. [fo himse^ Gone \ VHiBt is there, 

now? 

The sound of an owPs hooting is fUxtin/g m, 
and cf voices from the green outside the 
)^ , inn. 

:t>k Stbanowat. [To himself] Gone! Taken faith — 

hope — ^life ! 

r0 Jnc Bkbb comes wandering into the open 

doorway. 

Jnc BxHE. Gttde avenin'» zurr. 

At his slow gofUy with hisfeMe smUe, he comes 
in, and standing by the window-seat beside 
the long dark coat (hat stiU lies there, he 
looks down at Strangwat wiOi his lost 
eyes. 

Inf. Yll threw un out of winder. I cud 'ave, onoe, 
I cud. [Strangwat neither moves nor speaks; and 
Jni Bebb goes on with his unimaginably slow speeth] 
They'm laughin' at ytl, zurr. An' so I come to tell 
'ee how to dtt. 'Twas full miine — when I caught 
'em, him an' my girl. I caught 'em. [With a strange 
and awful flash of fire] I did; an' I tuk un [He takes 
up Stranowat'b coat and grips it with his trembling 
hands, as a man grips another*s nedc] like that— I 
tuk un« 



ft 
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A9 the coat falU, like a body out of which the 
breath has been squeezed^ Stranqway, rising^ 
caUAea it. 

Stranowat. [Oripping the coat] And he fell ! 

He lets the coat faU on the floor, and ptda hie 
foci on it. Then^ staggering back^ he leans 
against the window. 

Jim. Yll see, I loved 'er— I did. [The lost look comes 
back to his eyes] Then somethin' — ^I dunno — and — 
and — [He lifts his hand and passes it up and down 
his side] 'Twas like this for ever. 

[They gaze at each other in silence. 

3m. [At last] I come to tell yU. They'm all laughin' 
at yU. But yli'm strong — ytt go over to Durford to 
that doctor man, an' take un like I did. [He tries 
again to make the sign of squeezing a marCs n^cA;] They 
can't laugh at yii no more, then. Tha's what I come 
to tell yii. Tha's the way for a Christian man to dU. 
Gttde naight, zurr. I come to tell yee. 

Stranowat motions to him in silence. And, 
very slowly, Jim Berb passes out. 

The voices of m^en coming down the green are 
heard. 

Voices. Gude naight, Tam. GUde naight, old 
Jim! 

Voices. Gttde naight, Mr. Tnistaford. Tes a won- 
derful fine mttne. 
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VoiCB OF TauBTAFOBD. Ah ! 'Tes a brave miine 
for th' poor old curate ! 
Voice. "My 'eart 'E lighted not!" 

Tbubtafobd's laugK ond the raUKng, fainter 
and fainter, cf wheels. A epaam seizes on 
&TBAsawAY*& face, as he stands there by the 
open door, his hand grips his throat; he 
looks from side to side, as ^ seeking a way 
cf escape. 



CUBTAJN» 



SCENE n 

The BubijAOOMBBb' high and neatly empty bam. A 
lantern is hung by a rope that l^ the bales cf 
straw, to a long ladder leaning against a rcfter. 
This gives all the light there is, save for a slender 
track cf moonlight, slanting in from the end, where 
the two great doors are not quite dosed. On a rude 
bench in front cf a few remaining, stacked, square- 
cut bundles of last year's hay, sits Tibbt Jarland, 
abit cf apple in her numth, sleepily beating on a 
tambourine. With stockinged feet 6iiADYb» Ivt» 
CoNNiB, and Mebot, Tim Clybt» and Bobbie 
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Jabland, a boy of fifteen, are dancing a truneaied 
**Fiffure cf Eight**: and their ahadowa are danc- 
ing alongside on the toaUa, Shoes and some apples 
have been thrown down dose to the side door through 
which they hose come in. Now and then Ivt> the 
smallest and best of the dancers, ^acuUUes words 
cf directum, and one qf the youths grunts or 
breathes loudly out qf the confusion cf his mind. 
Sace for this and the dumb beat and jingle cf the 
sleepy tambourine, there is no sound. The dance 
comes to its end, but the drowsy Ttbby goes on 
beating. 
MsBCT. That'll dn, Tibby; we're finished. Ate 
yUre apple. [The stolid Tibbt eats her apple. 

Cltbt. [In his teasing, excitable tfoice] YU niaids 
don't dance 'alf' s well as us dtt. Bobbie 'e's a great 
dancer. 'E dance vine. I'm a gUde dancer* meself . 
Gladys. A'n't yii conceited just? 
Cltbt. Aw! Ah! YU'll give me kiss for that. 
[He chases, but cannot catch that dippery white figure] 
Can't she glimmer ! 
MsBCT. Gladys ! Up ladder ! 
Cltbt. Yu go up ladder; I'll catch 'ee then. Naw, 
ytt maids, don't ytl give her succour. That's not vair. 
[Catdiing hold cf Mebct, who gives a little squeal, 
CoNMiB. Mer<^, don't! Mrs. Burlacombe'U hear. 
Ivy» go an' peek. 

[IvT goes to the side door and peers through. 

Cltbt. [Abandoning the chase and picking up an 

apple — they oU have the joyous irresponsibility that 
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attends forbidden doings] YiK-as, this is a glide apple. 

Luke at Tibby ! 

TiBBT» onercoms by droiorineee, has faUen 
bade into ike hay^ adeep, Gladys, leaning 
against the hay breaks into humming: 

''There cam' three diikes a-ridin', arridiii% a-ridin'. 
There cam' three dUkes a ridin' 
With a ransy-tansy tay !" 

Cltbt. Us 'aa got on vine; us'Il get prise for our 
dancin'. 

Connie. There won't be no prise if Mr. Strangway 
goes away. 'Tes funny 'twas Mrs. Stcangway started 
us. 

IvT. [From the door] 'Twas wicked to hiss him. 

[A moments kush, 

Cltbt. 'Twasn't I. 

BoBBix. I never did. 

Gladys. OhI Bobbie, ytt did! YU blew in my 
ear. 

Cltbt. 'Twas the praaper old wind in the trees. 
Did make a brave noise, zurely. 

MsBCT. 'E shuld'n' 'a let my skylark go. 

Cltbt. [(hd cf sheer contradidoriness] Ya-as, 'e 
shtide, then. What dtt ytt want with th' birds of the 
air? They'm no gUde to yU. 

IvT. [MoumfvUy] And now he's goin' away. 

Cltbt. Ya-as; 'tes a pity. He's the best man I 
ever seen since I was comin' from my mother. He's 
agttdeman. He'm got a zad face, sure enough, though. 
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IvT. GUde folk always 'ave zad faces. 

Cltbt. I knU a glide man — *e sold pigs — very gUde 
man: 'e 'ad a blidiful bright vaoe like the mUne. 
[TowAing his domach] I was sad, meself , once. Twas 
a funny scrabblin'-like feelin'. 

Gladys. K 'e go away» whU's goin* to finish us for 
confirmation ? 

CoNNCB. The Bector and the old grey mare. 

Mebct. I don' want no more finishin'; I'm con- 
firmed enough. 

Cltbt. Ya-as; yU'm a buty. 

Gladys. Suppose we all went an' asked 'im not 
to go? 

Ivy. 'Twouldn't be no gUdc. 

CoNiOE. Where's 'e gom' ? 

Mebcy. He'll go to London, of course. 

Ivy. He's so gentle; I think 'e'll go to an island, 
where there's nothin' but birds and beasts and flowers. 

Clyst. Aye ! He'm awful fond o' the dumb things. 

Ivy. They're kind and peaceful; that's why. 

Clyst. Aw! Ytt see tU praaper old tom cats; 
they'm not tU peaceful, after that, nor kind 
naighther. 

BoBUB. [Sutprismgly] li 'e's sad, per'aps 'e'll go 
to 'Eaven. 

Ivy. Oh ! not yet, Bobbie. He's tU young. 

Clyst. [FoUomng his own thoughts] Ya-as. 'Tes 
a funny place, tU, nowadays, judgin' from the 
papers. 

Gladys. Wonder if there's dancin' in 'Eaven? 
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Ivy. There's beasts, and flowers, and waters, and 
trees — 'e told us. 

Cltbt. Naw! There's no dumb things in 'Eaven. 
Jim Bere 'e says there is! 'E thinks 'is old cat's 
there. 

IvT. Yes. [Dreamily] There's stars, an' owls, an' a 
man playin' on the flute. Where 'tes gUde, there 
must be mUsic. 

Cltbt. Old brass band, shuldn' wonder, like th' 
Salvation Army. 

IvT. [Pvtting up her hands to an imaginary pipe] 
No; 'tis a boy that goes so; an' all the dumb things 
an' all the people goo after 'im — ^like this. 

She marches slowly, playing her imaginary 
pipe, and one by one they aU faU in behind 
her, padding round the ham in their stock- 
inged feet. Passing the big doors, IvT throws 
ihem open. 
An' 'tes all like that in 'Eaven. 

She stands there gazing out, stUl playing on 
her imaginary pipe. And they aJU stand a 
m/omerd silent, staring into the moonlight. 
Cltbt. 'Tes a glory-be full mtlne to-night! 
^ Ivy. a goldie-cup — ^a big one. An' millions o' little 
goldie-cups on the floor of 'Eaven. 

Merct. Oh ! Bother 'Eaven ! Let's dance **Clap- 
perclaws" ! Wake up, Tibby ! 

Gladyb. Clapperclaws, clapperclaws! Come on, 
Bobbie — ^make circle ! 
Clybt. Clapperclaws ! I dance that one fine. 
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Itt. [Taking the taTnbaurine] See, Tibby; like this. 

She huma and beats genUf/f then reetoree the 

tambourine to the sleepy Tibbt, who, foak" 

ing, haa placed a piece of appte in her 

CoNins. 'Tea awful difficult, this oue. 
Itt. [lUuetraimg] No; yU just jump, an* dap yiiie 
*aiids. Lovely, lovely ! 
Cltbt. lake ringin' bells ! Come aim ! 

TiBBT hegine her drowsy beaiing, Ivr hums 
the tune; they dance, and their shadofws 
dance again upon the walls. When she has 
beaten but a few mxmuerds on the tambourine, 
TiBBT is overooms once mere by sleep and 
fails back again into her nest of hay, vdth 
her little shoed feet just visible over the edge 
of the bench. Ivr coAches up the tambourine, 
and to her beating and humming the dancers 
dance on. 

Suddenly Gladts stops like a wild animal 
surprised, and cranes her neck tofwards the 
aide door. 

Connie. [Whispering] What is it? 
Gladtb. [Whispering] I hear— some one— comin* 
across the yard. 

She leads a noiseless scamper towards the shoes. 
BoBBiB jABLAm) shins up the ladder and 
seises the lantern. Iyt drops the tambourine. 
They aUfly to the big doors, and vanish into 
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{he moordighif jniUing (he doors nearly to 
again cfier (hem. 

There is the sound of scrdbUing at the laieh 
of the side door, and Strangwat comes into 
the nearly dark bam. Out in the night 
the Old is stUl hooting. He doses the door, 
and that sound is lost. Like a man waUc- 
ing in his sleep, he goes up to (he ladder, 
takes the rope in his hand, and makes a 
noose. He can he heard breathing, and in 
the darkness the motions of his hands are 
dimly seen, freeing his throat and putting 
ihe noose round his neck. He stands sway^ 
ing to and fro at the foot of ihe ladder; (hen, 
with a sigh, sets his foot on it to mxmnt. 
One €f the big doors creaks and opens in 
the wind, letting in a broad path cf moon" 
light. 

Strangfwat stops; freeing his neck from the 
noose, he walks quickly up the track cf 
moonlight, whitened from head to foot, to 
dose ihe doors. 

The sound cf his boots on ihe bare floor has 
awakened Tibbt Jabland. Struggling 
out cf her hay nest she stands steering at his 
whitened figure, and bursts suddenly into 
a wail. 

Tibbt. 0-oh! Mercy! Where are ytt? Fm 
frightened ! Fm frightened ! O-oooo ! 
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SniAKGWAT. [Turning--sUailedl Who's that? Who 
is it? 
TiBBT. 0-oh! Aghosiy! Oo^ooo! 
Stbangwat. [Ooing to her qidcUy] It's me, Tibby 
— ^Tib — only me ! 
TiBBT. I see'd a ghosty. 

Strangwat. [Taking her up] No, no, my bird, you 
didn't! It was me. 

TiBBT. [Burying her face againH Mm] I'm frighted. 
It was a big onew [She gveea tongue agairil 0-o-oh ! 

Strangwat. There, there! It's nothing but me. 
Look! 
TiBBT. No. [8ke peepe out allihe same. 

Strangwat. See ! It's the moonlight made me all 
white. See ! You're a brave girl now ? 
TiBBT. [Cautiouely] I want my apple. 

She pointe towards her met. Strangwat oor- 
riea her ihere, picks up an apple, and gives 
it her, Tibby takes a bite, 
TiBBT. I want my tambouline. 
Strangwat. [Qimng her the tambourine, and carry- 
ing her back into the track cf nuxmlight] Now we're 
both ghosties ! Isn't it funny ? 
TiBBT. [DoubtfvUy] Yes. 

Strangwat. See! The moon's laughing at us! 
See? Laugh then! 

TiBBT, tambourine in one hand and apple in 
the oUier, smiles stolidly. He sets her down 
on the ladder, and stands, holding her level 



Bc. n A BIT O* LOVE 81 

TiBBY. [Solemnly] Vae still frightened. 

Stranqwat. No! Full moon, Tibby! Sball we 
wish for it? 

TiBBT. Full mttne. 

Strangwat. Moon ! We're wishing for you. Moon» 
moon! 

TiBBT. Milne, we're wishin' for ytt ! 

Strangwat. What do you wish it to be? 

TiBBT. Bright new shillin' ! 

Strakgway. a face. 

Tibby. Shillin% a shillin' ! 

Strangway. [Taking out a ahiUing and spinning U ao 
thai it faUa into her jnmtfore] See ! Your wish oomes 
true. 

TiBBT. Oh! [PtdHng ihe shiUing in her movth] 
MUne's still there ! 

Strangway. Wish for me, Tibby ! 

Tibby. MUne, I'm wishin' for yU ! 

Strangway. Not yet ! 

Tibbt. Shall I shake my tambouline? 

Strangwat. Yes, shake your tambouline. 

Tibby. [Shaking her tambourine] MUne, I'm shakin' 
atyU. 

Strangwat lays his hand stiddenly on ike 
rope, and swings U up on to the beam. 

Tibbt. What d'yU du that for? 

Strangway. To put it out of reach. It's better 



Tibbt. Why is it better? [She stares up at him. 
Strangwat. Come along, Tibby ! [He carries her to 



82 A BIT O* LOVE act ui 

the big doors, and seU her down] See! All aaleep! 
The birds, and the fields, and the moon ! 

TiBBT. MUne, mUne, we're wishing for ytt ! 

Strangwat. Send her your love, and say good- 
night. 

TiBBT. [Blowing a kiaa] Good-night, mtlne ! 

From ihe ham roof a liiUe white dove^a feather 
comes floating down in the wind. Tibbt 
follows U wUh her hand, caUAes U, and holds 
Uupto him. 

Tibbt. [Chudding] Luke. The mUne's sent a bit 
o* love ! 

Strangwat. [Taking the feather] Thank you, Tibby ! 
I want that bit o' love. [Very faints comes the sound 
qf music] Listen ! 

Tibbt. It's Miss Willis, pli^in' on the pianny ! 

Stbangwat. No; it's Love; walking and talking 
in the world. 

Tibbt. [Dvbumdy] Is it? 

Strangwat. [PoinUng] See! Everything coining 
out to listen! See them, Tibby! All the little 
things with pointed ears, children, and birds, and 
flowers, and bunnies; and the bright rocks, and — 
men! Hear their hearts beating! And the wind 
listening! 

Tibbt. I can't heai^— nor I can't see ! 

Strangwat. Beyond— [To himedf] They are— 
they must be; I swear they are! [Then, cakMng 
sight cf Tibbt's amased eyes] And now say good*bye 
to me. 



L, 
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TiBBT. Where yU goin* ? 
Stranqwat. I don't know, Tibby. 
Voice of Mebcy. [DiMant and eavHUnu] Tibby! 
Tibby! Where are yU? 
Stbanqwat. Mercy calling; run to her ! 

TiBBT starts off, turns bade and lifts her face. 
He bends to kiss her, and flinging her arms 
round his neck, she gives him a good hug. 
Then, knuckling the sleep out of her eyes, 
she runs. 

Stbanowat stands, uneertain. There is a 
sound cf heavy footsteps; a man clears his 
tiiroat, close by. 

Stbakowat. Who's that? 

Cbembb. JackCremer. [The big man*s figure appears 
autcfOie shadow of (he bam] That yU» zurr? 

Stbakgwat. Yes, Jack. How goes it? 

Cbemeb. 'Tes empty, zurr. But I'll get on 
some'ow. 

Stbanowat. You put me to shame. 

Cbemeb. No, zurr. I'd be kOlin' meself, if I didn* 
feel I must stick it, like yU zaid. 

They stand gazing at each other in the mani' 
light* 

Stbanowat. [Very low] I honour you. 

Cbemeb. What's that? [Then, as Stbanowat does 
not answer] I'll just be walkin' — ^I won' be goin' 'ome 
to-night. 'Tes the full mUne— lucky. 

Stbanowat. [Suddenly] Wait for me at the ciobs- 



84 A BIT O* LOVE act m 

roads. Jack. I'D come with you. Will you have me, 
brother? 
Cbemeb. Sure! 
Stranoway. Wait, then. 
Cbemeb. Aye, zurr. 

With his heavy tread Cbemeb passes on. And 

Stbanowat leans against Ae lintel of the 

door, looking at the moon, (hat, quite fnU 

and golden, hangs not far above the straight 

horizon, where the trees stand small, in a 

row. 

Stbanowat. [Lifting his hand in the gesture of 

prayer] God, of the moon and the sun; of joy and 

beauty, of loneliness and sorrow — give me strength to 

go on, till I love every living thing! 

He moves away, following Jack Cbemeb. The 
fvU wjoon shines: the owl hoots; and some 
one is shaking Tibbt'b tambourine. 



THE END 
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